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CROSSPATCH, THE CRICKET, 

AND 

THE COUNTERPANE. 




|ROSSPATCH waa the moat disagree- 
able woman that ever lived. When 
she was a baby (which was so long 
ago, that the recollection of jfc was 
only handed down traditionally) she always cried 
and whined over food and fan, and never enjoyed 
anything. The brightest sunshine and the pret- 
tiest toys never raised a smile on her peevish 
little visage. As she grew older, the habit 
increased upon her, until she really had not a 
pleasant word to say to anyone. What her 
name originally was, seemed lost in the mists 
of antiquity; for " Crosspatch " eveiy one called 
her, and she answered readily to the name. 
She hved in a very lonely cottage, that was 
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situated in a deep ravine, between two densely 
wooded hills. The only neighbours she had 
hereabouts, were a few wood-cutters who pitched 
their camps near; but they were rather a strange 
set of people themselves, so that they did not in- 
terfere much with the disagreeable old woman. 

Her principal support arose from the money 
she earned by her spinning. Once a year she 
opened with due ceremony the great carved 
oaken chest, and took out from amongst its 
layers of lavender and spice, her scarlet cloak, 
and steeple hat. Arrayed in these, she set out 
on her way to the great fair, in a town twelve 
miles off, where she bartered her year's spinning 
for the few necessaries she required, and wool suf- 
ficient for her work for the next twelvemonth. 

One night after she had finished her work 
sooner than usual, and while she was thinking, 
in no very amiable mood, how she should occupy 
her time until the fair drew near, she sat down 
to her usual evening meal. Presently a little 
tap came at the door, '^rat, tat, tat ! *' 

"It's only Dort's lazy urchin," growled Cross- 
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AND THE COUNTERPANE. 3 

patch, ^^who wants a spark from mj peat, to 
light his fire with; but let him wait ! '' 

"Bang! bang I bang!" rang the next knock 
like thimder in her startled ears, such a report, 
that she shook in her chair with very terror, and 
could not move a step to open the door. The 
patience of the visitor outside was short enough 
too ; for before the terrified heart of old Cross- 
patch had given twelve agitated hops, the sum- 
mons rang again on her door with a noise like 
cannon. The Mghtened woman made one 
stride to the door, and threw it widely open, but to 
her immense surprise for the first few moments, 
she saw nothing but the dark night, with its 
shining stars, and heard nothing but the sound 
of the melancholy wind among the firs. 

''So you overlook me, do you!" creaked a 
disagreeable voice at her foot, and, on looking 
down, she espied a queer little cricket, with a 
man*s face, perched on her doorstep. 

"What are you, and what do you want?" 
asked old Orosspatch, her teeth chattering in 
spite of herself. 
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*^My name is Piddiwisket, at your service/' 
replied the little figure, standing on its hind legs 
in an eerie kind of way, *^I wonder, dame, you 
don't keep a footman ; you are somewhat churlish 
to your visitors! '* 

''I don't often have such skipjack callers as 
you I " snarled Crosspatch angrily, her courage 
returning when she saw the small size of the 
intruder. 

"My good woman, it's to your interest to be 
civil," shrieked the strange visitor, as with one 
skip he made a jump on her skinny arm, and 
pinched it, till he almost took a piece out of it ! 
''Come, come," said he, ** suppose we adjourn 
our dispute to the fireside, for I am very cold 
out here in the rain ! " 

And with these words, at one hop he was off 
to the hearth, and settled himself without cere- 
mony on a soft cushion in the dame's own easy 
chair, chirrupping with all his might as he took 
possession of it. Crosspatch was very wroth, 
and if he had been a man, she would pretty 
soon have pitched him out neck and heels 



AND THE COUNTERPANE. 5 

into the pond close by; but the elvish little 
goblin with his monkey face, and cricket legs 
and arms, leered at her in such a wicked 
manner, that for once in her life she felt bodily 
afraid. 

"I want some supper!*' said the goblin, "and 
mind, my dear, I don't like water and dry bread ! 
I don't relish such fare as that, I smell wine 
somewhere, and you had better turn to, and 
make some cakes, while here are plenty of hot 
ashes to roast the potatoes on.''- 

Crosspat<3h ground her teeth, and grinned at 
him in impotent fear; but the goblin tucked up 
his hairy shanks on her cosy cushion, and with 
a satisfied smirk at her, half closed his eyes, in 
the most comfortable way in the world. So then 
Crosspatch, though sorely against her will, was 
obhged to get out her board and roller, but 
" I have no water," said she, ^' and it is too dark 
to go to the spring for it, imless you fetch it 
yourself." 

"Don't let that trouble you," said the elf 
IbziIj; "just give me the rolling pin"; and 
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accordingly he took it and set it upon end on 
the stone floor, singing; — 

" Rise, water rise, 
Tou are fed from the skies. 
By the dew and the rain, 
Earth ! render it back again ! 
Piddiwisket wants a cake. 
Which Dame Crosspateh is going to make." 

and out from the end of the rolling pin came 
a clear stream of crystal water, which filled 
Crosspatch's jug of its own accord in the most 
complaisant way in the world, and then flowed 
round the room, filling pitcher and bucket in 
its way ; after which it sunk and disappeared at 
the feet of the goblin. 

" Water alone won't make a cake," grumbled 
Crosspateh, sorely put out at all this turn-out in 
her tidy kitchen, " I have not got any flour.' 

''Never mind," replied the courteous elf 
turning his left leg over so as to toast the sole 
of that foot, *' there are a few grains of com 
under the bin yonder, pick them up and bring 
them to me." 

Crosspateh obeyed, very sorely against her 
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will : but, feeling a mysterious influence that 
compelled her to do his bidding, she gave 
the nine or ten grains of com into his skinny 
hairy claw. He took them and scattered them 
carefully over the stone floor singing as he 
did so, — 

" Wheat grains I sow, 
Ghrow, com, grow! 
Spring to bad, leaf and shoot. 
From each strong little root. 
Grow ripe and bear firuit, — 
Piddiwisket wants a cake. 
And Dame Crosspatch is ready to bake V* 

Then behold from the dusty floor uprose the 
tiny blades of green, and waxed higher and 
higher, till the tall stems arose, and budded, and 
at last the ripe wheat ears stood all in a row, 
waving as if the wind shook them. Dame 
Crosspatch was more frightened than ever, 
because she knew now she was in the power of 
a wizard; so she trembled and shook; and 
cried in a piteous voice — 

**0h my lord! I am willing to do your 
pleasure ; but how is it to be reaped? '' 
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** Never mind that!" said Piddiwisket, cur- 
ling himself up in the arm chair and singing, — 

" Scissors, get up, the grain is grown. 
The work of reaping is aU your own !*' 

Then the Dame's scissors skipped merrily out 
of her work basket, and set to work as busy as 
bees, cutting away at every stalk of ripe com 
till it all lay in gathered sheaves before them 
as neatly as if the best reapers in the land had 
mown it. Then the scissors danced gracefiilly 
on one leg, and made a ducking bow to the 
goblin, and skipped back into the work-basket 
as if nothing had been the matter. 

" Here is the com,'' said the Dame nervously, 
to the little imgainly elf, " but who is to thrash 
it now it is cut? " 

** Don't trouble yourself," yawned the goblin, 
" I will provide a thrasher quick enough!" then 
he sang — 

*' Poker, poker, leave the fire. 
Come and thrash at my desire. 
The com is cut and fit for the flail, 
Poker, come, and do not fail V 

Then up jumped the Dame's bright poker 
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with all the glee in the world, and set to work 
thrashing right and left, till he had got all the 
wheat from the stalks ; and the bellows jumped 
up of her own accord and blew away the chaff, 
so that a nice pile of ripe com lay in a heap on 
the floor, beside the truss of straw. Then the 
poker went back to the chimney comer, and 
the bellows retired to her own nail on the wall. 

" Please your honour/' said Crosspatch hum- 
bly enough now, "I can't make a cake out 
of whole com ; who 's to grind it for me ?" 

"I dare say that can be managed tool'* an- 
swered Piddiwisket, and he whistled in a tone 
so loud and shrill, that the very plates on the 
dresser shivered and chattered as if they were 
crazy. And out of their comer hiding-places 
came the hearthstone, and the knife-brick, and 
they held hands while the fire-shovel poured the 
com between them, as they ground it to powder. 
And the sieve came of his own accord to sift 
the flour from the bran. 

** There,'* said Piddiwisket, "you have water 
and flour, and you need no more, see that you 
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make me a good cake. There is plenty of straw 
to heat your oven ; but I'm going to have forty 
winks of sleep — ^mind you don't disturb me !" 

Then he curled up his long limbs and shut 
his eyes and. went to sleep till he snored again ; 
while Crosspatch tucked up her sleeves from 
her skinny old arms, and kneaded the dough 
for his cake. She made it and baked it till 
it was of a nice light brown, and set it down 
in a plate before the fire with a slice of butter 
on it, while she made the kettle boil and soaked 
the tea. 

Presently Piddiwisket awoke with a hideous 
yawn, and asked snappishly if his tea was ready, 
Crosspatch set it all before him, but at the first 
mouthfal, he began to yell and scream as if he 
was frantic. 

"You have forgotten the salt, you old witch," 
snarled he, "I've a great mind to eat you instead 
of the cake. Yah! you wretched cake-baker." 

Poor old Crosspatch pacified him as well as 
she could, but he was horribly out of temper; 
he ate all the cake, drank all the tea, threw the 
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cushion in the fire, and broke the easy chair 
with the help of the poker, and then demanded 
to be shewn to his bed. The Dame tremblingly 
ushered him into her own room, and carefiilly 
patted the pillow, and shook out the sheets. 

"Where's the counterpane?" screamed the 
spitefiil little goblin. "I never sleep without a 
quilt; and I won't rest here till I have a patch- 
work counterpane 1 " 

"I have not got any pieces to make it of," 
whimpered Crosspatch, " oh, what shall I do, 
what shaD I do ! " 

"I'll eat you as sure as eggs," screamed 
Piddiwisket, grinding his little needle-like teeth, 
and rolling his eyes ; and, lying on her bed, he 
kicked up his hairy skinny legs, till he poked a 
great hole in the tester. 

** My dear little creature ! " cried Crosspatch 
in despair, " if you will only lie down and take 
one sweet little nap, I will make you a patchwork 
counterpane against you wake, that will cover 
you up as warm as a cricket under the oven ! " 

Th& disagreeable little wretch grumbled and 
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growled, and snapped his vindictive little teeth, 
but the poker and tongs, as well as the bellows, 
took their old mistress's part, so he was obliged 
to be content. So he Gurled his long legs round 
his neck, and twisted his sinewy arms over all, till 
he looked like a horrid spider shamming death. 

Crosspatch sat and watched over the goblin in 
terrible tribulation, she tucked in the bed-clothes, 
and she patted his skinny back in the most soothing 
way. He grumbled and growled, and obstinate- 
ly refused to go to sleep, giving a sudden screech, 
and kicking up his hairy legs wildly, just as 
poor Crosspatch thought she had got him off 
sound asleep. So then she sang, "Bye baby 
bunting," in her cracked voice, till she could 
hardly speak, and said *' Peter Piper*' to him 
till she was hoarser than a crow ; but the gobhn 
only winked his wicked left eye at her, and shriek- 
ed Hke a steam engine, the moment she left off. 
She racked her poor old brains for all the methods 
she had ever heard of, for soothing fretful chil- 
dren, and tried them all in succession. So at 
last, in despair, she told him that she heard Polly, 
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her kettle, boiKng over, and she must go doTvn 
to take her off. 

Now Polly was a very knowing kettle indeed, 
black as the chimney back, but all the more 
shrewd for that. In fact, you know, she had a 
song made about her, so of course she was 
something out of the common way. When 
Crosspatch came down stairs, she was so worn 
out and feeble, that her faithful old servant, 
PoUy, the kettle, quite pitied her, so she 
said, 

" Mistress, you will be quite ill, if you go on 
worrying like this ; you must give the goblin a 
sleeping draught.'* 

"Bless me, Polly!'* cried Crosspatch, quite 
charmed with the idea ; ** of course I can. I never 
thought of that ! Only where can I get such 
athing, PoUy?" 

" You know the three brothers who live near 
the mile-stone?'* answered Polly volubly and 
gurgling out her words. " Well, I would go and 
speak to them. You know Sleepy-head and 
Slow ought to know something about it." 
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*' So I will," declared Crosspatch. •' I'll go this 
minute ; and mind, Polly, if that dreadful goblin 
makes a rout, do you boil over and hiss and 
fizz, as if you were going to swallow him whole ! " 

The kettle promised compliance, and stuck up 
her spout defiantly, steaming and puffing as if 
she were a Great Eastern, while Crosspatch 
trotted off, as fast as her pattens would take her, 
to Sleepy-head's house, to ask him what his 
composing draught was made of. Sleepy-head 
winked, and blinked, rubbed his eyes, yawned, 
and twitched on his nightcap, saying he could 
not remember, he thought it was made of syrup 
of poppies, and some nasty stuff called ** Daffy," 
but he was not sure. However, he had eight or 
nine dozen by him, fi'om Mr. Morpheus, the 
druggist ; and Dame Crosspatch was welcome to 
one if she liked. 

Crosspatch thanked him heartily ; but he was 
off in another nap before she had finished, so 
she hurried back home. She poured the stuff 
into a china bowl, filling it up with old elder 
wine, and carried it up hot to her visitor, who 
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slie found had been amusing himself with pick- 
ing her pillow to pieces, and strewing the 
feathers oji the floor. 

"My pretty dear little Lord Piddiwisket," 
said Crosspatch coaxingly, *'I have brought 
you this delicious stuff* to drink; it is called 
* nightcap/ and I am sure you will find it 
warm all the cockles of your heart !" 

The goblin, who was very greedy, sniffed at 
the bowl, and was mightily pleased with the rich 
spicy flavour and scent, and he drained it to 
the last drop. The charm seemed to work very 
speedily; for his eyehds drooped lower and 
lower, his skinny legs and arms grew less 
restless, and his wickedjceen eyes winked, and 
the hds closed, and he finally dropped off asleep 
muttering, " Remember the counterpane ; make 
haste and make my counterpane !" 

And he snored so, that the charcoal burners 
in the forest thought there was a storm of 
thunder and hghtning somewhere. 

When he was fairly off and snoring, Crosspatch 
began to cast about her to see what she could 
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do to make the counterpane. First she 
determined to rout out all her old hoards, and 
see if she had any pieces that would do ; so 
she felt in her great dimity pocket to see 
what was there ; but she only found in it, her 
thimble, the key of her oaken chest, half a 
dozen beans, and a green apple. So she then 
proceeded to unlock her chest, and turn over 
its contents, which were carefully strewn with 
lavender to keep the moths out. Here she kept 
her scarlet cloak, her Sunday shoes, her best 
cap and apron, and her steeple-crowned hat; 
but down at the very bottom, underneath her 
new checked petticoat, she found a little bag of 
sundries, which might serve her purpose, and 
which she sat down to examine at her leisure. 
There was an old almanac, a bundle of hal^enny 
songs, some threadpapers, a nutmeg grater, 
a cookery book, and a large piece of an old 
newspaper. 

" Well done !" quoth Crosspatch, " some of 
these will do, and make a famous beginning 1" so 
she smoothed them all carefully out on her knee 
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as she looked them over. And first of all she 
took up the old songs and made a patch of one 
of them, and the first piece of her counteq)ane 
had these words on it ; — 

THE GOSSIP'S XEWS. 

I can't quite tell when the wedding 's to be. 

But I faiow that the Fly is to many the Bee. 

The buttercup whisper'd to me as I pass'd, 

And I know she's been churning away Tery fast. 

The spider looked sly ; she is spinning the yeil, 
But she is the last to carry a tale. 
I ask'd the gnat^ but he laugh 'd as he flew. 
And buzz'd that the news was certainly true. 

The violet's hoarding her dew, I know. 
The laburnum stored up all her dust long ago ; 
And the lilac's honey has waited till now, 
She 's ready to fall from the leafy bough. 

I peep'd in the fox-glove ; the Bee was there 
Brushing his velvet with very great care ; 
And trimming her lace was the dainty Fly 
In her lily bower as I came by. 

- The bride-maiden Moths are ready I know. 
Their plumes are all curl'd like the drifted snow, 
And the groomsman Beetle is cleaning, I'm told. 
His uniform gay of green and of gold. 

But whether they've certainly fixed on the day, 
No one I've seen has been able to say. 
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So I only can hope they'll invite you and me, 
To the wedding feast of the Fly and the Bee ! 

The next suitable patch that the Old Woman 
came across, was the piece of an aged almanac. 
"IVe reason to remember this," said she, *'by the 
token that I bought it of Old Moore, at the fair, 
that I might know what the weather would be. 
But he told sad stories; for he said it would be 
fine on the first of May, so I went to call on 
Jack in the Green ; but it rained cats and dogs, 
and I got wet through, and caught a cold. I've 
had ever since! So here goes with a will, I'll 
gladly cut this up," and on it was written — 

THE CHILD'S CALENDAR. 

The Snowdrop, earliest of the year, 

Droops with its graceful head, 
And greets us with its pale sweet smile, 

And whispers " Winter's fled." 
The Crocuses their golden cups, 

Or purple robes uprear; 
The Primrose and the Violet 

Announce that Spring is here. 
Birds warble as they build their nests ; 

FHes glitter; young Bees hum; 
And cawing Rooks about the elms, 

Cry loudly, "Spring is come." 
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Then Summer brings her flowery wreath. 

And o'er the earth doth fling. 
In her profusion, we forget 

The scantier blooms of spring. 
The Rose imfolds its glowing heart 

The Lily opes her cup, 
The deep Carnation's hoarded sweets, 

Her odorous breath yields up. 
The Nightingale has hush'd her lay, 

The Cuckoo stints her song; 
But Thrush and Blackbird fill the air 

With music all day long. 

Then Autumn comes, with sober step 

Upon the falling leaves. 
And bam and waggon, swell and creak, 

Beneath the golden sheaves. 
He brings us many a luscious fruit. 

And swells our winter stores ; 
TTiH birds indeed are somewhat mute, 

And leave for sunnier shores. 
He paints with gold the fading leaves, 

He tints the crimson skies ; 
But ah ! the flowers are in their grave, 

And now the Swallow flies. 

Stem Winter comes with chilling breath. 

The song of birds is still ; 
In icy fetters doth he lock. 

The merry chattering rill. 
The Eobin gleans his scanty fare 

The Ivy leaves between. 
And not a bud or blossom now 

May on the beds be seen. 
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We pluck the holly's coral beads 

And pearly miseltoe ; 
But long to see the earth once more. 

Now buried 'neath the snow. 

Yet every season in its turn 

Has its own meed of praise ; 
Each has a wreath of pleasantness 

For its peculiar days. 
And this green earth is fair alike. 

Whether in garlands dress'd, 
Of Summer flowers, or Autumn fruits, 

Or in ice-jewell'd vest. 
But Spring, the herald fair and fresh, 

A tender child appears. 
The harbinger of joys to come. 

She hails the opening years. 

The next story, Crosspatch found written all 

over the bundle of thread-papers she routed 

out of the oak chest. *' The thread is my own 

spinning," said she, " and even the old spider in 

the corner can't spin better, or quicker, than I 

can I But I can spare one of the papers ; ^br 

cotton is so dear now, I can't aflford to keep 

half the stock I used to do IW 

» 
THE FOUNDER OF AN ANCIENT RACE. 

In the days of **once upon a time," — and 
now let me say that the era prefaced so in- 
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variably by the words, was at a date, and during 
a period, when nothing was impossible, and only 
very rare things were strange — a time of talking 
birds, singing water, and jewel-fruited trees — in 
those days, I repeat, there was once a little 
bird's-nest built on the topmost branch of a 
very lofty tree. Of what species the bird was 
that erected it I do not know; for in those 
days naturaUsts did not pry scientifically into 
everybody's holes and comers, and find out 
what they ate, and how they dressed, and who 
their great-great-great-grandmother was. 

So I can only tell you, that a bird had care- 
fully made her nest here, and tenderly sheltered 
it with her downy breast and soft wings. Now, 
there were three eggs in it : one was small, and 
almost round ; the second was long, and rather 
flat ; and the third was big, very big indeed, 
but of no particular shape at all. Of course, 
the little pjitient mother brooded and watched 
over them carefully, and was at last rewarded, 
one bright sunny day, by seeing the chicks 
chip the shells and walk out for themselves. 
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The little round-shelled one tumbled out head 
foremost ; the second scrambled out in the most 
uncouth manner possible ; but the third, the 
owner of the great, queer-shaped shell, tripped 
out of the broken cradle as daintily as a princess 
out of her carriage. 

" Dear me !" said the delighted mother, in 
her first flutter of pleasure, "this will be the 
flower of the flock I" 

Day by day, cared for and fed by their loving 
mother, and her attentive mate, the nurselings 
grew and throve. Soft, downy feathers slowly 
came and shewed rare colours and shades upon 
their delicate surface; and the gaping yellow 
mouths became pretty, sharp beaks. But the 
third and latest comer of the three was more 
proud of his slender legs and well-shaped toes 
than any other of his charms. As he grew larger 
and stronger, he perched on the edge of the 
nest, and daintily stretched his elegant limbs 
into all possible attitudes. When their mother 
at last gave them their first course of flying 
lessons, to her great surprise, the one who gave 
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her most trouble was her youngest child. The 
eldest certainly " wobbled " about a good deal 
in the air, and sometimes head downwards, but 
he managed to steer pretty clear of mishaps ; 
while the second had no more notion of guiding 
his flight than the bough from whence he 
sprung. 

When he set off due east, he was sure, after 
various turns and windings, to arrive at a point 
utterly west; still he could fly to a certain 
extent. But the mother was in despair over 
her youngest pet, the spoiled darUng of the 
nest. His wings might as well have been stilts 
for any use he made of them I Vainly did she 
dart off quickly jfrom the bough in hopes of 
tempting him to follow her, or glide slowly 
away on outspread wings to lure him after her ; 
there he stood, turning out his graceful toes, 
and bending his elegant legs carelessly on the 
edge of the nest. 

" You will never fly, you stupid thing I" she 
exclaimed, at last, in a violent passion ; '* you 
are not worth the trouble of teaching ! Your 
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legs run in your head too much for your wings 
to be any good to you. Get out of the nest, 
and plague me no more!" 

So saying, with an energetic push, she sent her 
refractory child spinning off into the air, where 
he stretched his long legs in vain, and was at 
last obliged in self-defence to unfold his lazy 
strong pinions. When he reached the ground, 
after stretching his beloved limbs, and shaking 
himself, he found he had come to no great harm, 
and he began to take a sHght inspection of 
the new world into which he was launched. 

" Bless my legs !" he cried, *' I have come to 
a very charming spot. This flat ground is far 
more pleasant to walk on than the sUm bough, 
which cramped my feet terribly. Now, here I 
can take as much exercise as I Kke; I could 
even open a class for giving lessons in dancing. 
So my prospects are quite flourishing, while for 
the present there seem to be plenty of grubs 
and worms about here." Accordingly, our hero 
led a very comfortable life for some time, 
roosting in a low lilac bush in summer, and a 
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laurel in winter, and living upon fat grubs 
and caterpillars to his heart's content. 

But this tranquil condition could not last for 
ever ; and he began to grow discontented with 
his lot. 

" I want a looking-glass,'* he sighed to himself, 
*' a nice large looking-glass ; not these little 
petty mirrors in the dew-drops and puddles!" 

" I will grant your wish," said a voice in his 
ear, so close as to make him start — imgracefully 
for him. " I am the Guardian Genius of the 
Birds, and I will take you to a new world, and 
show you the largest glass you could wish for/' 

" Charming invisible !" replied the enraptured 
bird. ** I am indebted to you for ever. I confide 
myself implicitly to your guidance !" 

'* One exertion, however, is necessary," said 
the voice ; *'you must exert your wings as well 
as your legs ; we shall have a long distance to 
travel, and I have no means of conveying you. 
Indeed, you must submit to carry me, and, as 
far as I can see, your wings are strong enough 
to take you many a mile." 
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The delighted bird, too glad to get his 
restless ambition satisfied at any price, readily 
unfolded his powerful wings, and declared him- 
self ready for the journey. His hitherto unseen 
acquaintance, in the form of a very tiny child 
dressed entirely in dark blue, crept from an 
empty snail-shell and stood before him. 

" You won't be any weight to carry," said the 
bird, laughing. ** I will stoop down, or you will 
never be able to mount." 

*' Don't trouble yourself," replied the man- 
nikin, "pray don't stoop. I am used to riding 
exercise." 

So saying, he caught hold of the long elastic 
trail of a plant growing by, and by its help, with 
a light spring, seated himself very firmly and 
comfortably on the bird's shoulders. 

Our hero, for the first time in his life, felt 
compelled to exert himself, and he accordingly 
spread his broad wings, and sailed off very 
steadily in the direction commanded by his 
guide, who was by no means the hght burden he 
had supposed. 
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"You find me fiill weight, don't you?" he 
grinned after a while. " I am a near descendant 
of the Old Man of the Sea, who befriended 
Sinbad. But, perhaps, as you are not of a read- 
ing turn, that fact won't interest you." 

Away, and away they went, over meadow and 
rill, over pasture and mountain, and even the 
bird's strong wings, sustained by his stronger 
vanity, could scarcely bear them further. At 
last, after soaring over the ridge of a vast chain 
of hills that stretched at each end as far as they 
could see, the worn-out bird perceived a bright 
glimmer, and, coming nearer and nearer, he 
beheld the mighty sea stretched before him in 
aU its wide, glittering expanse. 

" Is this looking-glass big enough for you ?" 
asked the little creature; "at any rate here you 
are, and here you must remain, for no second 
choice is allowed. From henceforth you must 
be the companion of the waves and fishes." 

However, the vain bird was too pleased with 
the change to care for this, and he bade his late 
friend farewell in the most cheerful manner 
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possible. Next morning, before sunrise, he was 
awake, trimming his feathers and cleaning his 
beloved slender legs, ready to be off to the great 
looking glass with the first ray of the sun. 
When the delightful moment came, in a tremor 
of joy he stood at the margin of the great sea, 
craning his short neck to get a glimpse of himself 
in the shining water. But the sea was too busy 
at its own work to heed him, so he was obliged 
to entreat the waves to be still for a moment. 

" Ha I ha ! " laughed the waves, curling and 
foaming worse than ever, *'do you think all we 
have to do is to show you your dumpy shape 
and skinny legs? " 

Our hero almost fainted with horror, but he 

piteously begged them to listen to him, and let 
him see himself on their smooth surface. 

"Go to the rock pools," growled the billows 
in hoarse anger; "what possessed you to leave 
your own rills and puddles ? We have work to 
do, real, earnest serious work, and have no time 
to make steady reflections of your vanity and 
folly. Go back, here's a storm coming !" 
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And so the poor bird, disconsolate, and out 
of heart even with his slender legs, betook him- 
self to a hole in the adjacent rocks. Here, by 
degrees, during a long intercourse with the 
rough hard-working Winds and Waves, he be- 
came cured of a good deal of his folly, although 
to the day of his death he always straightened 
his slender legs, and turned out his toes with 
indescribable grace. In due time he took to the 
duties of his life, and became the founder of a 
long and illustrious race of sea-kings, who, while 
bearing the name of sea-gulls, are wiser than 
their ancestor, although they inherit his slender 
graces and peculiar gestures, so that, from their 
mincing gait and dainty steps, the saucy crabs 
and pert periwinkles, in common with other sea- 
side folk, call them "the People in Pattens I " 

The next patch was tucked in Crosspatch's 
spectacle-case, and she found it when she went 
to take out her glasses. '* It's coming to some- 
thing," said she *' when my old spectacles want 
a pair of sheets to be tucked up in ! " 
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CAN'T DO IT, AND DON'T CARE. 

A BALLAD. 

Once on a time, of brothers 

There was a funny pair. 
The one was call'd " Can't do it," 

The other named " Don't Care." 

They went to seek their fortunes. 
For the world before them lay. 

But their tempers were so different 
They quarrell'd on the way. 

Said one, " This hill's too steep and rough, 

" Can't do it, I declare ! " 
Said th' other, " Then sit down and rest, 

/'// go, for I don't care ! " 

" Can't do it " sat him down and wept, 

So long and hard he cried. 
That soon a rivulet of tears 

Flow'd swiftly by his side. 

Then he got up and limp'd along. 

He pass'd by many a tree 
Loaded with fruit ; but how to climb P 

" Can't do it,'* muttered he. 

The fishes frisking in the stream. 

Cried as they all swam by, 
'* Come catch us," but " I've got no line, 

Can't do it ! " did he cry. 



The verv stones iher mvX^kVi ax him. 

And shouted " Hei^ wo lit\ 
Why don't Ton bmld a houso with us J' " 

** Can't do it," he 'd ivply. 

At List, with hunger sore, and thirsty 

In sickness diie he lav« 
The doctor oider'd drauirht and piU, 

" Can't do it/' did he sav. 

So worse and worse of course he grew, 
And some said, •• You will die, 

If vou don't rouse yourself; — you'll soon 
f'eel better if you trv I " 

" Can't do it " feebly murmur'd he, 
And tum'd his languid head. 

And when they came to look at him, 
Poor " Can't do it " was dead. 

Meanwhile, " Don't Caro " went fairly on, 

And merrily did fare, 
Whatever scrapes he got into. 

He always said " Don't Care ! " 

Old Farmer Giles would say to him, 
** This stick you'll shortly feel, 

If you invade my hen-roost so, 
And thus my apples steal ! " 

" You'll go to prison for your tricks. 

And live on felon's fare ! '' 
Dame Dibble cried, — he only laugh'd 

And shouted " I Don't Caro." 
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Men storm'd at him in vain, and said 

That some untimely fate 
Would most deservedly befall 

" Don't Care," ere very late. 

At last on one eventful day. 
Some mischief he had wrought, 

Was traced most clearly home to him. 
And then " Don't Care " was caught. 

They rove a rope on a tall tree 
And while upon his tongue 

His usual words were hovering still, 
" Don't Care" they seized and hung. 

He never pitied other's needs. 
Or aught but selfish gain. 

Or check'd one selfish want or wish, 
To think of other's pain. 

There's nothing right we cannot do. 

If we've the will to try, 
The wheel won't roll out of the ditchj 

While we sit down and cry. 

And we must care and suflfer too, 
Whate'er we choose to tell. 

For all our wrong and wicked acts. 
And idle words as well. 

Then ponder well, ye little folks. 

Upon this foolish pair. 
And banish from your hearts and lips, 

" Can't do it," and " Don't Care." 
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Then Ci-osspatch bethouglit herself of her 
thimble, and knowing she should want it, she 
searched for it and found it in her great dimity 
pocket ; and in it was a tiny screw of paper 
that she picked out, thinking it would make a 
patch. And so it did, and here it is — 

BUDS AND BIRDS, 

Little tongues they prattle early, 
While the dew is fresh and pearly. 

On the fair green vest. 

Of the fresh earth drest. 
To welcome morning early. 
First in the dim grey dawn is heard, 
The soft Uttle pipe of a drowsy bird, — 
Next comes a whistle loud and clear, 
Then numberless chirps fall on the ear ; 
Till lark, and linnet, and finch arouse 
To full sweet songs 'midst the leafy boughs. 

Sweet, sweet is the Summer mom. 

When young birds sing, and blooms are bom ! 

Little eyes they see the sweetness 
Of the day in fresh completeness, 

And those closed deep 

In " beauty sleep ! " 
Wake up to morning's sweetness. 
The leaves are wash'd in early dew 
And young buds ope all bright and new ; 
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Tendril and leaf are crisply gay 
In the eariy dawn of a Summer day : 
While the daisy opens her pink- fringed eye, 
And placidly smiles at the clear grey sky. 
Sweet, sweet is the Summer morn, 
When young birds sing and blooms are bom. 

Now that Crosspatch had found her glasses, 
she perched them on her nose, and examined 
the old piece of newspaper with a grave air 
before she cut it up. '* Who knows/' said she, 
" whether Tom Tickler may not have left me 
his property after all, and in that case the 
goblin might be bribed with some of his gold 
and silver." But she was disappointed, for 
this was what was written on it— 

A TRUE FAIRY TALE. 

The little children clustered roimd my knee, 
by the light of a cheerful fire. The night had 
closed in dark and chill, and the stormy wind 
moaned fitfully outside the window, bringing 
dreary messages of the tempests coming. In 
the tall church towers, the owls remained peace- 
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ably hooting to one another, perhaps relating 
their family experiences and histories, to beguile 
the time, for they knew the night would be too 
wild for mouse or bird to be abroad in. Along 
the sandy marshes by the sea, the sweet, low 
piping whistle of the sea-birds was heard dis- 
tinctly above the roar of the distant billows 
that were gradually churning themselves up to 
wild wrath and angry foam. For the birds 
know more about the weather and its storms, 
even than Admiral Fitzroy, and have their own 
signals as inteUigible to them as any "drum 
and cone." To skilful eyes that have long 
watched their habits, and have become acquainted 
with their movements, they are as accurate 
guides as any barometer. 

Then the children, the merry children, tired 
out with their work at school, and their games 
in the garden afterwards, came round me, as I 
sat in the dusky twilight, and crowding round 
the fire, they said in coaxing tones, — **Dear 
Story-teller, give us a story ! " 

They roused me from many sad thoughts and 
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musings, for as we grow old our memories go 
back to the past and bring before us tlie dear 
old faces and the familiar voices that we are 
deprived of for a little while. But children 
drive all these thoughts and fancies away, as the 
strong frolicsome wind scatters the sere leaves 
of Autumn. So I looked into the bright eyes 
and laid my hand on the clustering locks of the 
little ones, as I said — 

" Little friends, what shall I tell you ? " 

"Tell us about queens and princesses, and 
grand doings at court ! " said Ellen, drawing up 
her httle golden-haired head, and arching her 
fat dimpled neck proudly. 

*' No ! no ! " shouted all the little ones in 
chorus. " Tell us a fairy tale ! a real fairy tale, 
dear Storyteller ! " 

" So be it, my darlings. I will try and please 
you all if I can, for in fairy times all things 
were possible and probable." 

" Mind, it 's to be true, every word of it ! '' said 
Ernest. 

" That 's a hard condition little people, you are 
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unconscionable ! Qaeens and Courts and a faurr 
tale, and all to be true ! However, I will try 
what I can do — 

Once upon a time then, there was a young 
princess who Uved with her widowed mother. 
She was endowed firom her birth with all the 
gifts that fidries bring at the christenings of 
little princesses. She was very fair, very young, 
and very amiable, and her wise mother had her 
carefully instructed in all that was fit and 
necessary for a princess to know. Her bearing 
was graceful and noble ; for though she was too 
high-minded to be proud, she bore herself with 
a gracious dignity like a fair white lily, so that 
all could see at a glance she was indeed a royal 
maiden. Above aU, her voice was sweet, and 
clear as an instrument, and rang like a silver 
trumpet-call, not loud, but so distinct that you 
could hear every word when she spoke or sang. 
She was not taught to set her heart on splendid 
jewels or gorgeous array, for her wise mother 
knew she would see plenty of that when she 
became a queen ; but she was well acquainted 
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with the " lilies of the field," and you know they 
are as royally arrayed as King Solomon ; and 
she was very rich also, for she had fi^om early 
childhood gathered up the golden shafts and 
crimson glories of the early sunrise, as well as 
the dewy pearls of the morning. So she budded 
like a royal rose-bud, as she was, through all the 
pleasant days of early youth. 

Then came a change, for the old king, her 
uncle, fell sick and died; and as he had no 
children, the heavy golden crown that had 
pressed on his hoary head, was destined for the 
soft hair of the princely maiden. When they 
told her that she was the queen of that splendid 
domain, in Fairyland, and the trumpets blew 
out their noisy triumph, and the nobles did 
homage before her, while the people shouted, 
the fair young girl turned aside to hide her 
tears. Perhaps she half regretted the sweet 
quiet life she had led among her playmates, the 
flowers, and grieved to lay aside her lute and 
pencil for the heavy sceptre. But she was 
royal to the very core, like a red rose ; and so 
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she arose and put away her childish things at 
once, and turned her whole heart and mind to 
the queenly duties that lay before her. When 
they put the flashing diamond-studded crown 
on Ihat innocent young head, and placed the 
heavy s5eptre in the slender girlish hand, and 
her silver voice, dear and distinct, spoke her 
vows to be true to her country and her people, 
it was the prettiest sight that had ever been 
witnessed in Fairyland, since the days of the 
Sleeping Beauty's Wedding ! All the old grey- 
haired court fiadries in their robes and orders 
stood round her, and little pert pages, in cap 
and plume, were not missing, while the de- 
scription of the whole ceremony was written on 
the leaves of an entire water lily, and dusted 
over with gold from its stamens. It was then 
solemnly laid away to be preserved in the fairy 
archives for ever. 

Then old Lord Tiger-lily, a most puissant 
fairy, held a council with his peers, — and after 
he and Duke Dragon-fly had laid their wise 
heads together, it was agreed that a fitting mat^ 
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ought to be found for their fair maiden Queen. 
So they canvassed the merits of every prince 
on the list, and the array of portraits they had 
to choose jfrom was so great, that they had to 
build a museum to contain them afterwards 
where they were all kept in piles ; — ^perhaps they 
are there to this day. So in despair of agree- 
ment over their choice — the matter having 
already caused ten quarrels, two duels and a 
hundred arguments in the Cabinet — ^they ended 
more wisely than they began, by consulting the 
dowager Princess. They begged her to ascertain 
the Young Sovereign's mind on her question, 
and then report her decision. Now the fair 
lady, being royal in all things, even to her will, 
had already made up her mind, and settled that 
she would wed no one but the Prince of the Blue 
Mountains, who had made a deep impression 
on her youthful fancy. 

Now old Lady Silverwings, and Countess 
Sunflower had occupation enough in discussing 
how such a delicate matter, as the preference 
of a young queen for a fairy prince, could 
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be arranged in such a manner that not the 
least atom of the tender rose-leaf of etiquette 
should be ruffled on the occasion. And after 
a vast interval of time, and an awful number 
of conferences, it was settled that a little 
bird should go and whisper in the ear of the 
Prince of the Blue Mountains, to convey the 
tidings. So the little bird was caught; duly 
impressed with the importance of his trust; 
and then sent over the sea ; and this was the 
song he sang, translated from the usual fairy 
court-language : — 

Hasten oh prince of the Azure HiDs, 
To the isles of the distant West ; 

For a royal rose is growing for you 
To wear on a faithful breast : 

So borrow the wings of the wind, and flee 
Away to her you love best ! 

Then the Prince of the Blue Moimtains, who 
understood perfectly what the bird said, for the 
flowers had been hinting it to him for some 
time, rose up and set off on his travels to woo 
the young Queen of the Fairy Isles of the West. 
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When he arrived there, the whole fairy court 
was kept in such a flutter, that they scarcely 
ate, drank or slept, for wanting to know what 
the royal couple said to each other. Mustard- 
seed, the royal cook was quite aggrieved that 
even the nightingale's tongues should return 
untouched from the table of the maids of honour, 
while the spider's eggs were not so much as 
looked at, even by the equerries. He would 
have resigned his situation even with all its 
advantages, had he not been pacified by the 
thought of the royal wedding breakfast. The 
old fairies were still more violently affected by 
the prevailing epidemic of curiosity ; they spent 
their half year's salary, and were even obliged 
to forego their favourite honeysuckle-dust 
snuflF, solely from having bribed the little gnat 
pages-in-waiting to peep through the keyholes. 
The worst of it was that these little unscrupulous 
vagabonds took the bribes, and then invented 
such miraculous stories to appease them, that 
the old fairies almost went into fits over them. 
Meanwhile the royal fairy pair pursued their 
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even way like other people, and were at last 
quietly married, to the huge delight of all the 
realm of Fairyland. Nor did the Princeof the Blue 
Mountains, being at the height of the proudest 
position in the world, sit down content and idle in 
his royal palace with his fairy bride. He put on 
his silver armour, like a true fairy knight, and went 
frequently in quest of adventures ; and the fair 
queen herself girded on his keen sword and golden 
spurs. Then she bound her blue ribbon on his 
knee, and placing a star on his breast, she gave 
him his snowy shield on which, in letters of 
sapphire and pearl, gleamed the motto *' Treu und 
festy Many a huge scaly monster did he attack, 
and conquer; and many a good cause defend 
fearlessly with his true sword and dauntless 
heart. Loyal to his fair bride and adopted 
country, he was always seeking how best to 
establish her power and her glory. So that the 
fame of the fairy monarch of the Western isles 
spread far and near. Her golden galleys were 
in all waters, and her armies swept far over new 
and undiscovered territories. By the help of 
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her royal consort, her fairy wand acquired almost 
absolute power over aU her subjects. At its 
touch, fairy palaces with glittering domes and 
spires rose from the greensward, and were 
speedily filled as if by magic, with all the treasures 
of earth and sea. Gifted with all that heart 
could desire — ^love and happiness — health and 
wealth — fair children and broad domains, the 
lives of the Queen of the Isles and the Prince 
of the Blue Mountains passed happily like the 
fairy tale that it was." 

"And so they lived very happily ever after, 
I suppose," said Ernest, as I paused in my 
tale, "Dear Story-teller, it is all very well 
in its way, but it's too short, and it's not true 
after aU!" 

" Wait a while, my Uttle one, all is not yet 
told, for nothing is faithful that does not show 
the dark cloud as well as the sunbeam. There 
is no rose quite without thorns, and no living 
thing that has not a shadow ; no happiness even 
in a fairy tale without some end to it. And 
that end for my fairy queen and prince came 
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very soon, almost too soon, some careless people 
thought, for the golden links that even royalty 
could not slacken, nor power and wealth 
unfasten, were snapped in a moment by the cold 
hand of Death. He made his stealthy way into 
the stately palace, passing the armed and watch- 
fill sentries — between the crowd of sorrowful 
attendants and anxious leeches, and drawing 
aside the purple and gold-ftdnged curtains, he 
came beside the weeping queen, and laying his 
icy hand on the heart of the faithful prince, he 
BtiUed its beating for ever. 

And they buried him with his silver armour 
on, and his true sword in his hand, and over 
him they hung the snowy shield whose loyal 
motto ^^Treu undfesV^ so gallantly and victori- 
ously borne through his hfe, was now attested 
and sealed by the cold hand of death itself. 

The poor, whose vaUant and kindly champion 
he had been, came far and near to mourn over 
his early grave. And the people began to fancy, 
fipom the grief and gloom that prevailed, that the 
sun had never shone in the fairy islands of the 
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West, since it sank above that open grave. And 
the face of the queen was seen no more, shut in 
the retired recesses of her desolate home, she 
mourned for the Hght and love that were to 
shine on her path no longer. So that there was 
nothing but wide-spread moumfulness, and dire 
foreboding spread through all the land. 

Now there arose a prophecy throughout the 
Isles, none quite knew whence it came, but it 
was passed on jfrom lip to lip, and all believed 
that it was true. And the saying ran thus: — 
"The sun shall shine once more on the Western 
Isles, when a fair white Swan shall come thither 
from the Northern Seas ! " You, my little people, 
who are so fond of stories, will remember what 
your old friend, Hans Christian Andersen, the 
very king of Story-tellers, has related of the 
*' Swan's Nest," that lies between the Baltic and 
the North Seas, and is- called Denmark. You all 
doubtless recollect how he relates that the swans 
of the North flew hither and thither, and colo- 
nized many lands under the sun. Now this will 
help you to read the riddle that puzzled the 
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people of the Western Isles. All I can tell you, 
children, is that the end of my tale draws nigh; 
and before the bright flame of the fire has simk 
down, I shall have finished it. 

For now, indeed, the prophecy was realised, 
and down the broad river that led to the great 
city of the Isles, sailed one day, the fair swan 
of the North, with the snow-feathers of her 
native country still on her wings. On her 
graceful head was a golden coronet, beset with 
pearls as white as her own soft plumage; and 
round her arched neck himg a garland of snow- 
drop flowers. Thus slowly and calmly she 
floated on amidst the welcomes of the glad 
people to the palace-home of the Queen of the 
Isles. And now the fairy people of that coimtry 
live in hopes that the hght of the golden sun, 
while it gleams fiiUy and serenely on the sus- 
pended shield and its noble motto, may draw new 
rays of light and comfort from it, to brighten 
the solitary path of the widowed fairy queen. 
For though the silver shield may grow dim and 
duU with the rust of years, and the silken ban- 
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ner may be fretted into dust, the memoiy of the 
past shall go blossoming down for many genera- 
tions. It was predicted by the fairy soothsayers, 
that the princely maiden of years gone by, shall 
live again in more than one royal bride of her 
house, as innocent and young as the fairy prin- 
cess who laid aside her flowers for a crown, 
while the true knight and prince shaU be repre- 
sented by gallant sons inheriting his lessons of 
loyalty. And so their children will carry into 
distant countries the stainless life and high 
honour of that noble pair, the Queen of the Isles 
of the West and her beloved and regretted fairy 
Prince, who both lived in the golden days of 
*once upon a time/ '' 

** Thank you, dear Story-teUer," said EUen, 
" it is a nice tale, but it is not true, is it ? " 

"It is the true history of two lives of our own 
time." 

I mused to myself how these true lives have 
proved that a pure and simple existence, with 
love, honour, and fidelity, were not impossible 
even amidst the glitter of royalty, and that these 



I 
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virtues were as necessary for happiness to the 
palace, as to the cottage. The materials for a 
fairy tale often lie nearer our hands than we 
may suppose, for they are not always based upon 
fancy. 

Then I looked round for the children but they 
were gone, and the last glimmering ashes of the 
sinking fire, were expiring slowly on the hearth. 

This Crosspatch found written on an ivy leaf, 
that had served as a green curtain before the 
robin's nest that was built in the hole in the 
wall. The pretty five-pointed graceful leaf made 
an elegant patch, and on it was written : — 

A CHILD'S FANCY. 

I HAVE built a rushen boat, 

Wing'd it with a sightly sail, 
Laimch'd it on the quiet pool, 
Fringed by willow shadows cool. 

Safe from storm and gale. 

Freighted it with precious things, 
With the daisy's silver sheen. 

Kingcups with their golden hue, 

Violets, of tenderest blue. 
Leaves of emerald green. 

E 



50 CBOSSPATCH, THE CEICKET, 

Beetles in their jewelled coats, 
Row it o'er the mimic sea, 

And a golden dragonfly 

With sapphire crest, and diamond eye. 
Shall my pilot be. 

Evening now o'er field and glen, 

Slowly draws her mist- wreaths damp. 
But a glow-worm if 'tis dark, 
On the prow a glittering spark. 
Lights his tiny lamp. 

And this plumy butterfly 

Shall my careful captain be ; 
He shall traffic with my store. 
Bringing from a foreign shore. 
Treasures back to me. 

I have heard my mother say. 

When her grace we sought to win, 
" Children you shall have your will 
All you ask, and further still. 
When my ship comes in.^' 

So when mine returns from sea, 

AU her risk and peril o'er, 
I will share it frank and free. 
Many shall be rich with me. 
From my treasure-store. 

For my mother, berries sweet 

Then shall bring my bonny boat; 
For my father, fill her hold 
With ripe com, like grains of gold, 
Till she scarce can float. 
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For my brother, acorns, nuts, 

As his squirrel's dainty fare ; 
Graceful herons' plumes shall twine, 
For thy tresses, sister mine. 

These my ship shall bear. 

Ah ! she strikes on unseen rocks ; 

Quivers — ^plunges — then goes down ; 
Every surging wave doth hold 
Blooms of silver or of gold 

On its ripples thrown. 

Gone her captain ; far away 

Doth her faithless pilot flee ; 
Only 'mid the waters dark 
Gleams once more the glow-worm spark, 

Then — sinks 'neath the sea. 

Where are all my treasures gone ? 

Woe is me ! for now they sleep, 
Silver daisies, violets blue, 
Kingcups with their golden hue. 

In the hungry deep. 

I can build another boat. 

Freight it richly as before. 
All such simple wealth is free 
To my hand, on every lea. 

Scattered thickly o'er. 

But alas ! for those who risk. 

On the perilous faithless deep, 
All their gold of hands or heart, 
When their riches thus depart, 

^Neath the waves to sleep. 
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Many keep a dreary watch, 

Through the world's incessant din, 
Sitting idly on the sands, 
Straining eyes and outstretched hands, 
To see their ships come in. 

Bravely when they leave the shore, 
Do they breast the white waves' foam ; 

Though the blue sky smile serene, 

Many tempests lie between. 
And how few come home. 

Angels! keeping solemn watch. 

O'er all wandering barks that roam 
On "Kfe's dim unsounded sea," 
From its shoals and rocks set free. 
Guide them safely home. 

Under the door-mat she found the next patch 
in the shape of a scrap of brown paper. "Now 
I feel sure Dame Trot's cat brought this here," 
said Crosspatch, " she's always coming here to 
get out of the way of Mother Hubbard's dog, 
who will eat her all up at a mouthful, one 
day. However, I don't suppose this is any use 
to her, so it will make another piece for me ! '' 

CAT AND DOa. 

A cat and a dog once together did dwell. 

And though they were cared for and treated quite well, 
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They fought and disputed for little or nought, 
And certainly did not behave as they ought ! 
For at meal times or not, at dinner and tea. 

The cat shrieked " mee-ow ! " 

The dog growled " bow-wow ! " 
And nothing would make them agree. 

A nice plate of bones Jane gave Doggie to eat, 
Giving Pussy some fish, as her share of the treat, 
But she spat and she scolded, he snarled and he flew. 
Till Jane took both plates from the quarrelsome crew, 

The cat screamed " mee-ow ! " 

The dog bawled ** bow-wow ! " 
And Jane said, " You should both agree." 

Now Puss had a nook by the fire snug and warm. 

And Doggie his corner just under the form. 

But they both left their places, so cosy and snug. 

To dispute very fiercely each inch on the rug. 

So their mistress proclaimed that both banished should be, 

The cat cried "mee-ow! " 

The dog whined " bow-wow ! " 
'Twas a pity they could not agree. 

Little girls often bicker, or quarrel outright. 
And boys just as often will fall out or fight, 
About trifles more idle ; and though better taught, 
They don't set the higher example they ought; 
No wiser than Pussy and Doggie you see. 

The girl cries "mee-ow !" 

The boy shouts " bow-wow ! " 
When they foolishly will disagree. 
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This was discovered by Crosspatcli in her 
shoe one morning when she was putting it on. 
She said " it was all along of the Dutch cheese 
she had eaten for supper!" but we know better 
than that, don't we ? 




HOW SOME LITTLE FLEMISH FOLKS 
SPENT A DECEMBER NIGHT. . 

" Kateina ! Mitch^ 1" said a little boy, rushing 
into a kitchen, " do you know what to-morrow 
night will be ?" 

" I do," replied a little fat girl, clapping her 
hands with delight, " I do ; it is the eve of Sant 
Klaus, and we shall have to put out our shoes !" 

" Hurrah !" shouted the fat boy Jan. '* I saw 
them aU busy in the market-place putting up 
the booths for the fair, and to-morrow aU the 
goods will arrive, — the cakes, the gingerbread, 
the whistles, the swords — " 

"The dolls and tea-things," interupted fat 
little Mitch^, " the apples and the oranges ; oh ! 
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Jan, how lovely ! I wonder what Sant Klaus 
will bring ns !" 

" Something useful, as well as pretty, I hope," 
remarked Katrina, the elder sister, a fair, demure 
maiden of eleven, who already considered herself 
beyond toys and cakes. And well she might, 
for she was brought up by her thrifty mother 
to be useful ; she already could sew neatly, and 
knitted the blue stockings for herself and her 
sister, as well as Jan's blue socks, turning the 
heel, and shaping the toe as deftly as many an 
older maiden. Then she had worked a noble 
sampler so nicely, that her father, the carpenter, 
had framed and glazed it himself. All the letters 
of the alphabet were marked on it, large and 
small, besides a whole museum of wonderful 
birds and beasts, and some orange-trees beside ; 
so that her hopes of Sant Klaus consisted of 
scissors and needle-cases, and such-like house- 
wife gear. 

Now as some of my little readers may not be 
acquainted with this important personage, who 
causes so many httle Flemish bosoms to tremble 




I 
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and flutter on the fiflli of December — the eve of 
his appointed feast-day, this all-beneficent Sant 
Klaus ! — we will introduce them to him before 
proceeding further with our story. He was 
formerly a bishop, and was especially fond of, and 
pitying to little children, and since then he has 
been considered their particular patron. On the 
fifth of December, the eve of his feast-day, the 
little Flemish children put their shoes outside 
their bedroom door, with the hope that Sant 
Klaus may put something nice in them. He is 
supposed to be a kind-looking old man, with a 
very gray beard and hair, riding on a donkey 
which is laden with seven panniers ! How he 
manages to put so many on his single steed I do 
not know, nor have I ever heard the feat ex- 
plained. Six of these panniers are fiill of cakes, 
toys, gifts, and sweetmeats for all the good 
children he visits, and the seventli is believed to 
contain rods for the naughty ones. Thus, though 
he is the children's friend, and rewards the 
deserving, he has still a rod in pickle for the 
evil-doers. Let us hope however, as there are 
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six panniers of rewards to one of punishment, 
that the greater number of children he meets 
with on his travels are good children. 

There is always a large fair held in the towns 
just before the time, so that no doubt Sant 
Klaus has not far to go for his- wares. Some 
sharp little folks, who Jaiow a great deal more 
than is good for them, take good care to 
enumerate their various wants and wishes pretty 
distinctly before their parents, in the shape of 
hopes of what their shoes may contain. 

And now to return to my story. It was the 
next day, the very eve of Sant Klaus, and school 
being over for the day, the three little ones were 
again gathered round the stove, eagerly discussing 
their hopes for to-morrow. 

" I saw such a beautiful doll in the fair to-day," 
said little Mitch6, gravely; "it had blue eyes, 
and soft curling hair like silk. Oh ! I never saw 
such curls!" 

" Did you see the drum ?" inqiiired Jan, 
eagerly. " Wouldn't I beat a charge on that 
drum, if I had it, to frighten the French away !" 



\ 
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"Well, I looked most at old Gottche's stall," 
said Katrina. *' She has got the neatest work- 
boxes I ever saw, all fitted up with thimble and 
bodkin, and knitting-sheaths to stick in your 
apron-band, so as to hold your needles." 

" I think Sant Klaus is the busiest day in all 
the year," said little Mitch^. '' There is the 
fair to see, and the shoes to put out, and then 
getting up in the morning and seeing what's 
there. Sant Klaus' day is the best day in the 
whole year!" 

**Well for my part," observed Jan, putting 
his head on one side, and gazing meditatively 
into the little open grating of the stove ; " for 
my own part, I like carnival time best, because 
there are all the funny dresses, and the people 
go about singing songs. Ah I carnival time is 
the best fun, because we always do nearly all we 
like then ; but Sant Klaus' day is very nice in 
its season." 

" Now, I think there is no time of the year 
that is so pleasant as Easter," answered Katrina. 
" See how pretty the market-place is then, with 
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the great baskets fiill of eolonred eggs ! Some 
dark blue, like tout stockings, Jan, and others 
purple, like winter cabbage ; and the pink and 
the red — and oh! the golden veUow, like the 
ravs of the sun ! Still, as you say, Jan, I like 
Sant Klaus' dav I" 

" I should like to see him,*' said Mitche, " I 
should see him putting something in my shoes, 
and I'd give him such a hug, and say, * Thank 
you, Sant Klaus,' I would !" 

"Oh! Mitche," answered Jan, in horror, 
" don't think of such a thing. Why, don't you 
know that Pieter got up in the middle of the 
night, and went to his shoe and felt it, and 
there seemed like something alive in it, all warm 
and hairy!" 

"Perhaps it was a mouse," repHed sage 
Katrina, " that meant to make a bed of his 
shoe !" 

I don't know," answered Jan, very gravely; 
but this I am certain of, that when Pieter 
came to look at his shoe by daylight it was 
quite empty!" 
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" Sant Klaus was angry at his peeping and 
prying," said little Mitcli^ with horrified eyes. 

And now their father came in, after his 
day's work ; and their mother began to set the 
evening meal on the clean-scrubbed table in the 
middle of the spacious kitchen. Their father 
handed over his flag tool-basket to Jan, and 
told him that he had brought them some chips 
and saw-dust for supper, as it was Sant Klaus' 
Eve. When Jan and Mitch6, however, had 
eagerly tugged it open, they found in it a loaf 
of "kucke-brod," the especial dainty of all 
Flemish children. It consists of along, narrow, 
flat loaf of light bread, plentifully besprinkled 
with currants and spice; and it is always a 
peculiar holiday dainty. 

Bed-time came, and the row of shoes was duly 
set out, with much care and pains. Katrina's 
neat thick shoes were put side by side, as evenly 
as if her father had measured them; while Jan's 
huge sahotSy or wooden shoes, looked reckless 
defiance at all comers. As for little Mitch^, her 
dimipy foot-gear stood one in one comer and 
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one in the other, as if belonging to two distinct 
owners. 

Little eyes are luckily blessed with the gift of 
unlimited sleep ; they don't require much coaxing 
or trouble to make them shut too fast to open 
till the sunbeams tickle them. So none of our 
little three saw whether Sant Klaus himself, 
gray beard, donkey and all, ever came near the 
dweUing-place. Directly the several pairs of 
optics did begin to wake, however, and by dint 
of much rubbing with fat fists were thoroughly 
opened, the recollection of the shoes roused all 
at once, and the three in their little short bed- 
gowns and finll-less caps, met at the door to 
investigate their treasures. 

Mitch^ screamed and danced like one crazy, 
when in one shoe she found the blue-eyed doll, 
snugly cuddled up, while in the other reposed a 
box of tea-things ; and a huge gingerbread milk- 
maid, with gilded yoke and pails, smiled 
serenely between them. Jan discovered the 
drum, and a wooden sword to boot, over which 
a mounted soldier in gingerbread kept guard in 
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gilded helmet and breastplate; while Katrina 
rejoiced in a neat knitting sheath, and a pair of 
blue handled scissors, capable of cutting any 
amount of work. 

While they were all in jubilee over their 
treasures, their father came out on his way to 
his work. " I think Sant Klaus might have 
remembered me," he sighed, with a sly look at 
the shoes. 

**I suppose you are too old^ father," said 
Katrina ; " Sant Klaus only comes to children !" 

**How much longer do you mean to court 
him, Miss?" laughed her father, "till you are 
in your teens, eh ?" 

"Well," cried Jan, "I don't know now, 
whether I don't agree with Mitch6. I think 
now, Sant Klaus is the joUiest old fellow going, 
and his day the best in the year I" 

Now as Crosspatch was going home from 
Bo-Peep's pretty Uttle house, she met with 
Curly-locks, who was sitting on a stile and 
combing her hair with a teasel. ** Here Goody," 
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cried she, " I hear you are collecting scraps, so 
I'll give you a curl paper ; I only want two now, 
for the last new fashion is to wear only two 
curis on the neck, so here it is for you ! " 

"GOOD NIGHT." 

Brood Httle doves in your nest on the tree, 
Close pretty daisies that grow on the lea ! 
Fold every feather and shut every cup, 
TwiUght's grey curtain is closing us up ! 

Couch, little foal, by the side of thy mother, 
Nestle, twin lamb, in the fleece of thy brother. 
All little Kmbs that are weary with play. 
Sink to repose at the end of the day. 

Go Uttle child, to thy soft pleasant bed. 
Droop, sleepy eyelids, and rest, weary head ; 
Draw round the curtains and shut out the night, 
Till day comes again with its stir and its Hght. 

The last feeble bleat has been heard on the hill. 
The last drowsy twitter long since has been still ; 
For day's merry bustle is over at last. 
And the hush of still evening is setting-in fast. 

And now that the sun has gone down in the west. 
And child, bird, and lamb, are all gone to their rest ; 
That all blossoms are closed, and that wings are all furled, 
Come out, little stars, and watch over the world ! 
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The last thing Crosspatch found in one bag 
was an old cookery book, with several loose 
papers shut into it, two or three contain- 
ing receipts for possets and caudles. She found 
one paper headed, " The Three Cakes." '* 1 '11 
take this for my counterpane," said she, "it 
does not seem to be a receipt for eatables, in 
spite of its name, and it will make a big patch 
for my counterpane." 



^ 



THE THREE CAKES. 

Once upon a time there lived a poor widow 
woman who had two children ; one was a boy 
caUed Workful, and the other was a girl who 
was christened Restless. The widowed mother 
was very poor, and found it difficult by her own 
toil to provide for the two children as well as 
herself; but she toiled hard and long, and 
Workful, who was the eldest, soon set his child- 
ish wits to find out how he could help her to 
maintain his little sister and himself. No work 
came amiss to him ; he was always ready and 
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cheerful, doing his very best, and putting his 
whole heart and thoughts into all he was about. 
But Restless was always teasing her mother to 
let her go out to service ; she was utterly dis- 
contented with the lowly cottage and its humble 
duties, longing to be at some more varied 
employment. 

One day her mother said to her, " Restless, 
my child, I have been tlmikmg over your wishes, 
and I have made up my mind to let you have 
your desire. I see you will never be happy and 
comfortable at home, and therefore I will make all 
the necessary preparations ; and to morrow you 
shall set out on your journey. You shall go 
first of all on your way to La Rochette, to your 
godmother, she is a good and wise woman, and 
wiU give you some excellent advice, and perhaps 
help you a httle besides." 

Restless was delighted at the chance of a new 
life, and set to work at once with great vigour 
to clean her neat httle shoes with pewter 
buckles. Then her mother went to the great 
oaken chest and took out her stuff frock, hi^Y 
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Sunday stockings, and her scarlet cloak, all of 
which things were brushed till there was not a 
speck of dust to be seen, and shaken till they 
did not show a wrinkle. Her careful mother 
made her go early to bed, and then set to work 
to make her a few cakes for her journey, which 
she baked on the hearth. 

Restless was up with the lark, and had soon 
put on her hohday attire, and kissing her 
mother gaily, she took up her little^, basket, in 
which, under a white cloth were the cakes and a 
bottle of milk, and set off on her way to her 
godmother's cottage. Her poor mother wiped 
the tears from her face that she might watch her 
thoughtless child as long as possible, and then 
when she had seen the last flutter of the red 
cloak disappear at the distant turn of the road, 
she sat down and cried so bitterly, she forgot all 
about poor Workfdl's dinner, who was forced to 
put up with a dry crust instead of his usual hot 
potatoes. 

As for Restless, no sorrow disturbed her mind, 
she trotted along in the happiest manner, till 
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she readied the retired cottage where her god- 
mother lived, on the borders of the forest. She 
met the old woman hopping about outside ; for 
she was lame and walked with crutches. 

"Ah ha!" said she; "and so Miss Restless 
you are going to seek your fortune ! How fine 
we are, with our red cloak and our blue stock- 
ings ! I 'm afraid you'll be too fine for most 
places, but your poor mother won't miss you 
much ; that's one comfort. However, come in 
child, and I'll give you something to eat ; for I 
dare say you are hungry after your long walk."' 

Restless was not by any means pleased with 
her godmother's observations, which were rather 
too true to be agreeable ; but she was secretly 
afraid of her, and so she said but little. Then 
the old woman set before her a huge loaf of 
bread and a pitcher of clear water. 

'*Eat and drink, child," said she ; '* it is not 
dainty fare, but no doubt, in your new life, you 
will have enough of that, so don't turn up your 
nose too early in the day ! " 

Restless was not at aU in love with the fe:t<^\ 
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but she dared not say so, and as she was very 
hungry she was obliged to put up with it, think- 
ing she would regale herself on her mother's 
cakes a little later. 

Then said her godmother to her, as if she read 
her very thoughts — 

" Show me your basket, child, and let me see 
your provisions for the way ! " 

So Restless very reluctantly showed her the 
little cakes and the bottle of milk, feeling greatly 
relieved, when the old woman, though she 
shrugged her shoulders contemptuously and 
laughed, put them back in the basket. 

" I'll give you some cakes, child," said she, 
*' and though you won't value them yet, mind 
they 'U be mighty useful to you. I must give 
you something, so I may as well give you them 
as anything." 

Restless began to think that matters were 
turning out quite pleasantly, and was so elated 
with the notion of more cakes, that she began 
to chatter and laugh, and make herself more 
agreeable. Her godmother smiled, but said 



AND THE COUNTERPANE. 69 

notliing, and began to bustle about to get ready 
for her cake-making. She went to the fire- side 
and took up a huge flat stone that she placed 
on the table, and took down a long straight 
bough from her wood pile. Then she took up 
a large shovelful of ashes from the hearth, which 
she rolled and pounded on the flat stone, mixing 
it up with water, and finally kneading the mass 
into three cakes. She next went to a curious 
little cupboard in the wall, that seemed to be 
filled with the oddest collection of things that 
you could imagine. There were queer bones 
and shells, and bundles of dry herbs, and bunches 
of feathers, besides a host of articles too 
numerous to mention. From among them, she 
selected what seemed to be the foot of an old 
stocking. From it, she took three beans, one of 
which she placed in the middle of each cake 
very carefiilly. 

** There, child,*' said she, " my cakes are not 
so tempting to look at as your mother s, but you 
may depend upon it you will find them very 
useftil. When you go into any house on yows. 



> 
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way, and stay the night, if you feel afraid of any 
danger, be sure to put one of the cakes to bake 
on the hearth before you go to bed. And now, 
farewell, child ; and I hope you will not get into 
any great scrape, for your poor mother's sake." 

Restless put the three unbaked cakes at the 
bottom of her basket. She had watched her 
godmother's proceedings with great disgust and 
disappointment, but she dared not refiise them ; 
so she somewhat sulkily thanked her, bid her 
good bye, and then went on her way. On she 
walked till she came to a great moor that 
stretched on for miles without any signs of a 
house. Here she sat down and rested for a 
long while, eating up the cakes and drinking all 
her bottle full of milk. The sun was now set- 
ting fast, so she got up, and made haste on her 
way, walking on and on till she was ready to 
drop with fatigue. At last it grew almost dark, 
and still she could see no signs of a house or 
dwelling, however small. She sat down on a 
great stone and began to cry, sorely repenting 
that she had ever left her mother. 
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Presently through her tears, she saw a bright 
Hght which seemed to glimmer at some distance 
before her. She jumped up eagerly, and ran on 
towards it as fast as her tired legs would carry 
her. After a long distance, which seemed really 
like a great many miles to her, she came up to 
it, and found that it proceeded from a round 
window, very far above her head, over the enor- 
mous taU door of a vast mansion. She was 
almost afraid to seek entrance ; but she was so 
cold and hungry, and felt moreover that her 
tired feet would carry her no further, so she 
timidly tapped at the door. No notice seemed 
to be taken of her summons ; indeed she tapped 
again and again, without any one paying the 
least attention. At last, emboldened by her for- 
lorn condition, she took up the biggest stone 
she could find, and thumped loudly at the great 
door. After a while, a loud step sounded, and 
the huge door opened, suddenly showing the 
enormous figure of a tall giantess. Indeed her 
size and height were so great, that Eestless 
seemed but a kitten in comparison to her^ foii 
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the top of her head scarcely reached to the 
giantess's knee. " I thought I heard a Httle tap 
at the door," said she in a loud voice; '*but I 
suppose it was only the wind blowing the fir 
cones about ! " 

She was going to shut the door, when looking 
down, she suddenly espied Restless, who was 
crouching down in great terror behind the door 
scraper. 

" What Httle animal can this be ? *' said the 
giantess, laughing; *' come here, you queer 
thing I " and then, picking up Restless with her 
great finger and thumb, she held her up to look 
at, just as you would take a kitten. Restless 
began to cry and shriek in the most piteous man- 
ner ; but the giantess only laughed and said — 

" You 're a plump little mite too, and I dare 
say my husband, the ogre, will think you worth 
keeping. I '11 take you in and give you some 
food, Httle one." 

So saying, she carried poor Bestless, half 
dead with fatigue and terror, into her great 
kitchen, and put her on the large table. She 



AND THE COTJNTEBPANE. 73 

then went to a great cupboard and took out a 
monster cake, a piece of which she broke off 
and crumbled for Eestless, who was thankfiil 
enough for it. Then the giantess filled her 
thimble full of milk for her to drink from, for 
her own teacups were too big, being nearly as 
large as a wash-hand basin. By and bye, just as 
Eestless was beginning to feel refreshed, and to 
look about her a httle, she heard a dreadful noise. 

" Don 't be frightened, httle one," said the 
giantess, "it's only my husband, the ogre, 
coming. He 's caught cold and has a cough, as 
you may hear ; but I don 't want him to see you 
just yet, so I shall hide you in the flour hutch/' 

So she popped Eestless into the hutch very 
carefully, bidding her he still, and leaving a 
small crack open for air. The httle girl felt 
awfully frightened ; but still her curiosity tri- 
imiphed, and she carefully peeped out. She saw 
the giantess draw a dish out of the oven, in 
which lay half a sheep nicely baked, and spread- 
ing a cloth on the table, set out the supper. 
Then as the ogre drew near and sat down^ 
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Restless was able to take a look at him, and 
shook with terror, for he was taller than his 
wife, and had a pair of very fierce eyes, and a 
mouth that showed a terrible row of crooked 
teeth. It made poor Restless shake in her 
hiding-place, when she saw him tear up the 
baked sheep and pick the bones in a horrible 
manner. Then when the ogre had almost fin- 
ished his supper, his wife said to him — 

" My dear, I have caught such a pretty little 
creature, I want you to make me a cage for it, 
and let me keep it. I think it must be a big 
beetle or large fly. 

*' I 'm too busy to make cages now," growled 
the ogre, *' I Ve got to lay in bur Winter pro- 
visions, we have not many head of cattle yet, 
and no men or women ! " 

Then the giantess took poor trembling Rest- 
less out of the hutch and showed her to the 
ogre, who roared out a loud laugh that made 
her fall down into the great salt-cellar. 

** You foolish ogress! " said he, "don't you 
know it's wasteftil to keep her unless you mean 
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to eat her; half-a-dozen such would make a 
most dainty delicate pie I " 

" You may get as many as you like for cook- 
ing/' said his wife, ** but I shall keep this one 
to amuse myself with, and you shan't have her. 
My little work-basket will make a famous cage 
for her ; but I won't have her eaten ! " 

"Ha, ha!" said the ogre, "fatten her up a bit 
first. However, we shall see about that here- 
after. At present, I 'm going to bed." 

And so off he went, and they soon heard him 
snoring like distant thunder. The good-natured 
giantess made a cosy httle bed f6r Restless in 
her work-basket, with a great sock she was 
mending for the ogre. 

*' Mind, little one," said she, " I sleep very 
light, and shall hear you if you try to get away ; 
and when I hear a noise, I shall call out to learn 
if you are stiU there ; " so saying, she too went 
off to bed. 

Restless then took courage, and bethinking 
herself of her godmother's cakes, which she had 
fortunately placed in her pocket, she determined 
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to try their effect. Accordingly, she cKmbed 
with great diflBculty out of the basket, and crept 
quietly to the hearth, where she carefully laid 
the first cake in the hot embers. As the cake 
grew warm, the bean in the centre quivered hke 
a little tongue, and said to Eestless, ** If you 
can contrive to escape, I will answer in your 
voice when the ogress calls you, which will give 
you time to get away ; but you must make 
haste, for I can only answer thrice ! *' 

Eestless, delighted at her chance of escape, 
crept quietly about the kitchen to look for an out- 
let. At last she chanced to spy the little door 
through which the fowls came in and out, and 
through this she contrived without much difficulty 
to squeeze herself. She then put back her head 
and listened, and heard the voice of the ogress 
call out from her bed in a very drowsy tone — 

" Little mite, little mite, are you safe in the 
cage ? " 

Then the little cake jumped up on the hearth 
and called out quite loudly — 

** Here I am, good mistress, safe and still I " 
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So the Ogress was satisfied, and lay down, 
and went to sleep again. After some time a 
great gnat settled on her nose and stung her so 
that she awoke again^ and she called out, 

" Little mite, little mite, are you safe in the 
cage? " and the cake jumped up as before and 
gave the same answer, and the ogress went to 
sleep once more. But by and by she had a sliarp 
twinge of cramp that roused her again, and hIio 
called out sharply, for she was cross witli j)ain. 

" Little mite, little mite, are you safe in your 
cage ? '* and the httle cake answered for the 
last time — 

** Here I am, good mistress, safe and still ! " 
and then haying finished its part, it gave a l(;a[) 
and fell into the flowing embers. So when the 
dawn began to break, and the first sun ray 
peeped slily into the ogress's eyes, she jumf)ed 
up in a hurry and called out; but, receiving no 
answer, she got out of bed and went into the 
kitchen and found the cage empty. Then she was 
terribly angry, and putting on her clothes in 
great haste, she set ofl* to hunt for the fugitive. 
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Meanwhile, Restless, having all the night 
before her, had made much progress on her way. 
When she first left the ogre's house, of course 
she ran as hard as she could without stopping 
once ; but she soon got tired and went more 
leisurely on her way. After a while, as she was 
walking on, terribly weary, and yet not daring 
to stop for fear she should be caught, and dread- 
ing to see the ogress behind her, she came 
suddenly in the forest upon a pretty wild deer 
who was browsing on a patch of green grass. 
Restless sank down, for she could go no further, 
when the deer came timidly up to her and said — 
" You are tired, little girl, would you like me to 
carry you a short way ? " *' Indeed I should I " 
answered poor Restless. 

" Very well,'' answered the deer, " I will carry 
you to the edge of the ogre's dominions, if you 
will give me your red cloak to make a blanket 
to wrap my pretty new fawn in.'* 

** That I will, gladly I " answered Restless, 
*' and thank you too ! " 

Then she took off her red cloak and the deer 
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hid it in a clump of tall fern ; then, returning to 
Restless, she made her mount on her back, when 
off she went as fleet as the wind, over hiD and 
dale, through forest and moorland, till they 
came to the edge of the ogre's domains. There 
Restless took a gratefiil leave of her, but just 
as she was watching for the last glimpse of her 
pretty tail, she heard the loud voice of the 
ogress in the distance, shouting, " Mite, mite, 
I 'm coming after you ! " 

In her fright. Restless did not know what she 
did, but when she began to collect her ideas, she 
foimd she was rolling down a steep grass-clad 
mountain-slope, from whose summit she had 
fallen in her fright. Down she went, roUing, 
rolling, like a ball of cotton, till she began to 
tlillk, «fhe should never reach level ground again. 
She'^wjl^^^ suddenly brought to a stop 

by 'rollSpiiJIlJw a species of small enclosure, and 
tumblinfg finally against a httle building, the 
size of a rabbit house. When she had a little 
recovered herself and sat up, she found herself 
encircled by a number of dwarfish beings about 



^ 



80 OBOSS PATCH, THE CRICKET, 

as tall as her hand, with little human faces, but 
in the shape of earwigs with formidable pincers. 

** What do you mean, you awkward monster, 
by tumbling into people's premises hke this ? '' 
cried the irascible little dwarfs, using their nip- 
pers with such effect that Restless roared for 
mercy. She seemed nearly as much bigger than 
they were, as the ogre and his wife had appeared 
to be to her ; but then the dwarfs swarmed in 
countless hosts, till they were more than a 
match for her firam their numbers. 

*' What shall we do with her? " said a fierce 
looking pigmy, twiddling his whiskers with a 
grand air, and planting a sly pinch in poor 
Restless' s arm by way of employment. 

" Pinch her to death, and then salt her in for 
Winter food," suggested a fat earwig, who could 
scarcely walk from over-feeding. 

'*Make her fetch and carry our building 

materials," shouted a tall thin workman-hke 

dwarf, stopping from his task of repairing the 

house that Restless had demolished in her 

/ Jail. 
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" I think I Ve some right to speak ! " remarked 
the owner of the damaged dwelling, " as I have 
been the chief sufferer; so I propose she shall 
be the general slave, to do all the laborious and 
disagreeable work we require ! *' 

** Content ! content ! agreed ! '* shouted all 
the pigmy people, giving Restless a passing nip 
each by way of their sign of approval. She had 
been all this while helplessly sitting still in the 
midst of these active and ferocious dwarfs ; for 
she found every movement, however slight, only 
ensured for her a savage general attack from 
their formidable pincers. Three strong earwigs 
sat on each of her legs ready prepared for 
attack ; two more clung to eiach arm, while more 
than a dozen others were scattered all over her ; 
the most malicious imp of all perching on her 
head, and fixing his nippers ingeniously in her 
nose. 

" Will you be our obedient slave ? " demanded 
the spokesman of Restless, while aU her guards 
emphasized each of his words with an energetic 
pinch. 

Q 
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** Yes ! yes ! yes ! " screamed she in mingled 
pain and anger, 

" You will do our biddings, and work for us, 
and serve us in all things ? " again asked the 
leader. Urged as before, Restless speedily con- 
sented, and they then left her under the charge 
of twelve of their party, who were not to lose 
sight of her, and on sounding an alarm could 
rally all the pigmies to the rescue. Restless 
then asked them for some food, as she was 
hungry, and they directed her to go to the 
baker, and appointed her to reside with him. 
He was very willing to receive her as far as he 
could, but his only available lodging consist- 
ed of his large bam, the biggest in the pigmy 
village, which was about the size of a good dog- 
kennel. Into this, Restless could only squeeze 
her head and shoulders, leaving her legs and feet 
outside. As for providing her with food, he 
absolutely declined that, seeing that his whole 
oven fiill would not furnish more than three 
mouthfuls of bread for her. So Restless was 
obliged to make her own bread as well as she 
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could, and fetch her water from the brook hard 
by in a tiny vessel that was not bigger than the 
ogress's thimble, but which was a brewing-tub 
for the dwarfs. 

After Restless had eaten and drunk as much 
as she wished, she was set to work, when she 
soon found the pigmies did not intend to keep 
her for nothing. They took advantage of her 
great strength and made her do all their hard- 
est work ; she fetched all the wood and materials 
for their houses ; she dragged all the loads they 
could not move, in short, these pigmy people 
had not had so much work done before in a year, 
as they now had done for them in a day. Rest- 
less could not help being amused with their 
vagaries and their quaint ways, although she 
was not exactly pleased with her new service ; 
for the slightest pause or hindrance in her duty 
was followed by such a series of pinches and 
nips, that she was glad to set to work again to 
escape her tormentors. 

It was long after all the stars had shewn 
themselves on the sky, that the dwarfs allowed 
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Restless to leave off work, and then they directed 
her to go and sleep for the night as well as she 
could in the great bam. The houses were all 
so closely camped round it, that they felt sure 
she could not stir without disturbing them, so 
they did not set a watch over her. Accordingly, 
Restless began to get ready for sleep, puzzhng 
meanwhile, over the means of escape. Once 
more she put her hand in her pocket and took 
out the second of her godmother's cakes, and 
lighting a good fire on a flat stone, she soon 
made it hot enough to bake her cake. The 
dwarfs flocked round her, for they thought from 
the blaze, that she was going to burn down the 
village, but she shewed them the cake, and told 
them she was going to bake it. Then Restless 
laid herself down to sleep, with many thoughts 
and plans still running in her head, but she was 
very tired, and soon fell into a doze. All of a 
sudden, the cake at the fire jumped up and cried 
out "Danger, danger, mistress, murder is 
abroad!" and Restless could just see in the 
dull hght, the fat pigmy running away with a 
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huge darning needle in his hand, which he had 
intended to plunge in her heart, by means of a 
stout hammer. AH the village was aroused by 
the uproar, but no one saw the fugitive but 
Restless, and she prudently kept her own 
counsel. 

She resolved to keep awake ; but her fatigue 
overpowered her resolution, and she slept till 
she was again aroused by the cake, which cried 
out lustily, 

" Danger, danger, mistress, wake up, wake 
up ! " Then she perceived the tall workman 
with a large stone in his hand, which he had 
purposed to force down her throat while she 
was asleep ; but when she moved, he, like the 
other cowardly dwarf, slunk off in the darkness. 
A third time did the friendly cake arouse her to 
find the treacherous baker standing on her arm 
with a hot coal in each hand ready to put out 
her eyes. 

" It 's time to get out of this neighbourhood,'' 
said Restless ; " but I don't want to be pinched 
into pieces. What shall I do ?" 
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" Take a little help from me ! " said a low gruff 
voice over her head, *' I '11 carry you safely off 
if you will give me your new shoes with pewter 
buckles, to make my children drinking cups ! " 

Restless found this proposition proceeded 
from a huge eagle, who hovered with expanded 
wings over the pigmy village. She very thank- 
fully accepted his offer, and carefully and quietly 
mounting his broad back, soon found herself 
far beyond the region of her little tormentors. 
The eagle was very agreeable, and offered to 
convey Restless to any part of the world she 
fancied ; but she had seen enough of the diffi- 
culties and dangers of such strange places and 
people, and she only begged him to carry her 
home to her mother. 

" I should be very pleased to do so,** rephed 
the eagle ;" but I cannot carry you over the 
stream that lies between this and your mother's 
door ; though I will take you as near as I can ! " 

Accordingly, when he came to the edge of the 
stream he put her down; and Restless very 
cheerfully took off her shoes with pewter buckles 
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and gave them to him. Then she wandered 
along the banks of the stream ; and, as it was 
nearly supper time, she ht a fire and roasted 
some roots, and when she had finished her 
supper, by way of precaution, she laid her last 
cake among the hot embers. 

And there came by with a slow sauntering 
pace, and his face half hid hy his slouch hat, 
while his stockings hung loosely about his legs, 
and his slippers dragged off at the heels, the 
Lazy Lounger of the Shore. 

" I take toll, child," said he, " of all who 
pause on the border of the stream. Pay me my 
fee, or I must bind you neck and heels with 
wild vine tendrils, and cast you in yonder foam- 
ing brook ! " 

''She wiU give you her new knitted blue 
stockings,'* cried the last cake, jumping up, 
'Hhey have got clocks, and are wonderfully 
fine." 

"That will do," replied the Lazy Lounger 
carelessly ; and he sat down and smoked while 
poor Restless took off her stockings and gave 
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them to him. He put them in one huge coat 
pocket, and sauntered away into the forest. 

Then up came the ferry-boat with the ferry- 
man standing ready to take up any passengers, 

" Take me with you, good man," cried Rest- 
less eagerly; "pray take me over to my 
mother ! " 

'* So I will, if you can pay me my fee," 
answered the ferry-man ; "I dare not take you 
into my boat unless you give me something." 

" She will give you her stuff frock to make a 
waistcoat with," cried the cake at the fire. 

Restless did not answer, for she was very 
weary; and she longed so to see her dear mother's 
kind smile, that she did not much grieve to part 
with her frock. Just as the ferry-man was 
about to put off, the cake made a strong leap 
and flung itself into Restless's lap, where it 
quietly staid during the journey. 

They were not very long in reaching the other 
side, where the ferry-man very kindly and quietly 
helped Restless out of the boat. 

" Here, my child,*' said he, putting a basket 
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woven of plaited green rushes in her hand, 
"here are some fresh river-trout for your sup- 
per, and I hope you will find your friends well." 

Restless thanked the kind ferry-man very 
heartily for his present, and tripped hastily on 
her way, with her cake in one hand, and the 
basket in the other. It was now so dark she 
could not see a step before her ; and she began 
to be afraid she should not see her mother after 
all. A few quiet tears sprang in her eyes, and 
feU on the cake, which instantly called out, 
" Light, hght, you are wanted sorely," and then 
its duty done, like those of its brethren, it 
crumbled in her hand to ashes, which a puff of 
wind carried far away. But light had come in 
the shape of a host of shining fire-flies, who 
danced in the air before her and guided her on 
to the doorstep of her mother's cottage. 

When she opened the door she saw her dear 
mother, her brother Workful, and her god- 
mother, all sitting round the fire, while a vacant 
seat was placed between them as if they had 
expected her. Restless only thought of her 
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mother ; ragged, barefoot, and weary had she 
come back to her jfrom that wonderful world in 
which she had expected to find so much indul- 
gence. But her mother welcomed her back as 
tenderly as if she had come laden with jewels. 
Workful hugged and kissed her heartily, and 
even her godmother smiled kindly as she said to 
her, 

'* Well, child, you found the three cakes were 
as good as your mother's after all, did you 
not?" 

And Restless laughed and agreed ; and, after a 
splendid supper on the ferry-man's trout, they 
all sat a merry party round the fire to hear the 
story of her adventures. And when she had 
told all the tale, Restless turned to her mother, 
and said, 

*' And now, dear mother, I 'm your obedient 
child for the fiiture, and will work as hard as I 
can for you ; I 've had enough of strange service 
amongst the ogres and the pigmies.*' 
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Next morning, Crosspatcli got up in a terrible 
fright, and ran to take a peep at the goblin, but 
lie was snoring away as if lie never meant to 
wake again. " That 's all along of the poppy 
syrup!" chuckled old Crosspatch with glee. 
Then she trotted down stairs again, when, hap- 
pening to cast her eyes upwards, she saw a huge 
cobweb up near the ceiling. She was a very 
tidy woman, so she fetched her broom and 
poked it down ; but it was so large and so firm, 
that she picked it up and put it away for 
another patch. There were tiny letters woven 
in it, and the words were as follows : — 



THE SPIDER'S STORY. 

" Spidek, spider, where have you been P" 

" I 've been spinning a robe for the fairy queen, 

A gossamer net, all shining and new. 

And spangled with pearls of the early dew." 

"Spider, Spider, where have you been. 
What have you done and whom have you seen P " 
" I saw the mushrooms with dainties crown'd, 
m^rWhUe the fairy people sported around.*' 




92 CEOSSPATCH, THE CEICKET, 

" Spider, spider, where have you been, 
Saw you the rings on the haunted green ? '* 
" I saw where the fairy footsteps swept, 
And a circle charm'd on the greensward kept." 

" Spider, spider, what have you seen. 
At the merry court of the fairy queen ? " 
" I saw the elves by the moon's pale ray, 
But the cock crew loud, and they flew away." 

" Spider, spider, say, have you seen 

The fairy king and his dainty queen. 

With Moth and Mustard Seed sporting there, 

And mischievous Puck and Peaseblossom fair ? " 

" Little maid, I dare not say what I ^ve seen 
* Neath the branching ferns, on the haunted green; 
For with many a deep and powerful spell 
They have sealed my lips and I dare not tell? " 

And now as Crosspatch had hunted over all 
her own holes and comers, she began to think 
it was time to look up her relations and friends ; 
and so she paid her first visit to her niece, Bo- 
Peep, who, as you may remember, had married 
Tom Tucker. Bo- Peep was a kind-hearted little 
creature, and did not bear any malice for Cross- 
patch's unkind behaviour to her years ago, 
although she could not help a sly smile which 
she hid behind her straw hat, at the notion that 
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her ill-tempered aunt had met with her match 
for once. " Here 's a new song that Tom wrote 
for me " said she to her aimt, " if that will do 
for a patch for your counterpane you are very 
welcome to it." 

THE SHEPHERD'S WEATHER-GLASS. 

Pretty little pimpernel, 

Will you be so kind as tell 

A little maid who wants to know, 

Whether it will rain or no ! 

I 'm a little shepherd lass, 
I keep my lambs in this sweet grass, 
And all the day I watch and lead 
Them in the shadiest place to feed. 

Pretty little pimpernel, 
I know your tiny blossom well. 
When rain is near, your pretty cup 
Is very closely folded up. 

And if my name you wish to know, 
I am the same who long ago 
Had so much trouble with my sheep, 
And I am called, you know, " Bo Peep.'* 

Pretty little pimpernel, 
I thank you lor your warning well. 
And since you close your httle cup, 
I '11 fold my lambs as snugly up ! 
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When Crosspatch went to toast her rasher of 
bacon that morning, she found a scrap of but- 
tered paper hanging on the hooks. " I suppose 
I left this, last time I had a roasted heart," said 
she, " It was uncommonly careless of me ! How- 
ever, it wiU do for another patch at any rate ! " 
Now the heat of the fire newly kindled, brought 
out a lot of writing on the paper that had not 
been there before, and Crosspatch spelt out the 
name of 

A DISSOLUTION IN PARTNERSHIP. 

The toasting fork, the dripping ladle and the 
hearth-broom aU entered into a treaty of alliance. 
They were all bran-new alike, and still bore the 
early gloss they had exhibited in the shop win- 
dow of Mr. Hardware, the Ironmonger. They 
now formed part of the establishment of a newly 
married couple, having been selected with a 
variety of other useful household requisites from 
that '* celebrated emporium, the Little Dustpan," 
by the fair bride-elect herself. They were aU 
carefully arranged in their respective places by 
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the smart little servant who came to put the 
house in the neatest of order during the absence 
of the young pair on their honeymoon tour. 

The new maid was young and fresh to her 
place, and afraid to soil all the bran-new kitchen 
gear, so she did all her own cooking in an old 
frying-pan, thus leaving the neat front kitchen 
shining in all its glory to greet the eyes of its 
proud young mistress on her first entrance to 
this part of her new dominions, " her very own 
home ! " So the bright tins, Hke other idle 
people having nothing else in hand, began to 
do aU the mischief they could. They made all 
the hideous faces they could at each other, and 
winked incessantly at the sandwich of fire shut 
up in the kitchen grate. The dish-covers gave 
themselves great airs, and made disagreeable 
reflections on everything in their reach ; while 
the bread-grater rasped the clean white wall so 
spitefully, that a perfect shower of white plaster 
dust lay on the floor. The beer-warmer stuck 
up his spout and smiled so rudely at the sugar- 
nippers, that they positively chattered, out of 
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sheer impotent rage. The dredger and the 
pepper-box fell out, and mixed their contents 
in an unpleasant manner, while the roUing-pin 
pounded viciously at all who came within his 
reach. In short, absolute rebellion reigned 
through the new kitchen ; and all for want of 
something to do. So there was a week or two 
of positive anarchy, and when Susan came to 
clean up the new articles to a high state of 
poHsh, in preparation for her mistress's return, 
there were so many dents in them, that she 
blamed Mr. Hardware terribly for the careless 
way in which he must have packed them. 

But people get tired at last, even of fighting ; 
and so a few of the more sensible of the belli- 
gerents formed a treaty of peace, so that a 
slight degree of calm reigned once more, and the 
broom was appointed Policeman A 1, to keep 
the peace. For the first week after he was 
appointed to his ojQBce, he skirmished about 
with immense vigour and great success, for you 
know new brooms always do sweep clean ; but 
he eventually subsided to a more even routine. 
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The Bellows wheezed a lengthy address to 
them on the advantages of peace ; but they all 
laughed at him and told him to save his breath 
for his own work, so he sulkily retreated to the 
comer of the fireside. 

Amidst all this storm, the Toasting Fork, the 
Dripping Ladle, and the Hearth Brush, had 
maintained a strict neutrality, for they were quiet 
folks, and, pleased with their further acquaint- 
ance with each other, they determined, as I said 
before, to go into partnership with each other. 
Accordingly, all the usual legal formalities hav- 
ing been observed, they started as a joint-firm 
under the title of ** Bake, Skim, Sweep, and 
Co!^* the Co., being added for the sake of 
effect. They met with a great deal of scorn 
and mockery fi\>m their neighbours of eourie^ 
after the usual £^hion of all go^i$jping places. 

'* Our uew partaers are cutting a da^h in the 
worid^" sareastieaSlj reroJurhA th^ Fusmd. 
^^ They have ta^eked on a ^>>. ai$ a tag &r their 
name; hut I dareisay t^y 'U cc^oie to the Bazik- 
Tuptcy Coart aftef aJI I ^^ 

u 
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" They are too unequal and ill-matched to go 
on long," sneered the Skewers; " they ought to 
have called themselves * Spike, Lick, and 
Scrub.' " 

In spite of all these malevolent jeers, the 
new partners jogged on very comfortably in the 
world for a long time. The young mistress of 
the house returned, and there was plenty of 
work to do for everybody, so the state of trade 
flourished accordingly. The Toasting-Fork was 
regularly employed morning and evening for 
two rounds of duty, and had a vast deal of extra 
work beside ; for there were several tea parties, 
and so he regaled on muflSns, crumpets, and 
sally-lunns. There were choice Httle dinners and 
suppers going on as well, and the Dripping Ladle 
was up to his handle in business with flesh and 
owh So they led a thriving life, and fattened 
on it accordingly, shining with grease and fat 
as well as pohsh. One unlucky day, however, 
when there was a grand dinner party, and an 
evening party as well, and the Dripping-ladle 
and Toasting-Fork were as usual in fiill activity. 
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the Spirit of Mischief and Discord, which is 
always ready to sow quarrels and strife every- 
where, began to interfere in the affairs of the 
firm, under the form of a Patty Pan. 

" If I were you," said she in a low voice to 
the Hearth Brush, *' I would not be put upon so 
much ; you are equal in station to any of them, 
and yet you never get a share of the good 
things ! " 

"That 's very true," assented the Hearth 
Brush, " and I am sure I have the hardest and 
dirtiest work to do too ; m fiict I am quite the 
Cinderella of the firm/' 

*'And no Prince is likely to find you out 
here,*' laughed the Patty Pan maliciously ; " so 
if I were you, 1 would assert myself a little 
more, and have my rights." 

So thereupon, the Hearth Brush, fi'om being a 
quiet, contented sort of body, began to give 
himself airs, and flounce about in a way that 
was not pieaaant to his neighbours in general, 
and his partners in particular. He swept all 
the cinders over the Dripping Ladle, till he was 
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as black as the grate, and wilfully jammed the 
prongs of the Toasting Fork, till they were all 
bent askew. Then his partners called him to 
account for his vagaries — mildly at first — and 
then more sharply, as his ill-behaviour evidently 
increased. 

**I am a very ill-used individual,*' growled 
the Hearth Brush ; ** I work hard from morning 
to night, and never get a scrap of benefit for it. 
Here 's the Toasting Fork regaling himself every 
evening on muffins and tea-cakes, while the 
Dripping Ladle feasts on the flavour of all that 
is delicious and scarce. And here am I, the 
poor drudge of the firm, who get nothing but 
dust and ashes for my share of the banquet. 
I am getting worn out already, for my hairs 
are coming out quite fast, through over-work, 
while all my varnish is rubbed ofi* by ill-usage!" 

His moving complaints were all in vain. 
Somehow, his senior partners had got the best of 
it, and meant to keep it too, while, like many 
greater people, they seemed only astonished 
to hear that their drudge had feelings, and 
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still more that he dared to express them. In 
the severity of their virtuous indignation, the 
Toasting Fork threatened to pin him to the wall, 
and the Dripping Ladle promised him a. good 
basting. Then being very busy, the Toasting 
Fork hastened off to his tea-cakes, and the 
Dripping Ladle feU to work busily with the 
Spring chicken, roasting at the fire. 

Meanwhile the unhappy Hearth Brush, leant 
miserably in the comer, pondering over his un- 
happy condition, till a hot cinder fell out of the 
grate and finzzled some of his bristles, wh^n the 
pain aroused him to life, and his sorrows once 
more. It is very hard to be injured and abused 
for it too ; and so he doubtless felt. 

" I '11 dissolve partnership with them to- 
morrow," vowed the Hearth Brush, " and set 
up on my own account. Those pampered 
creatures will miss the sei*vices of their poor 
menial drudge, when they find ashes covering 
their nice hot-buttered toast, and cinders fall- 
ing fizzing into the Dripping Pan.*' 

Unluckily, however, his resolve was not des- 
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tined to be carried out; and, as it generally 
happens in this one-sided world, he was not 
fated to witness the downfall of his adversaries. 
By some means, in the hurry of the evening's 
preparation and bustle, he got knocked under 
the grate, and was found next morning in such 
a horribly mutilated condition, that when Susan 
saw the remains, she decided they were only 
fit for firewood, and accordingly the shattered 
remains were consigned to the glowing coals. 

Like other worldly people, the two seniors 
made a great fiiss about his loss; but they 
went on thrivingly notwithstanding, and they 
scratched the poor drudge's name out of the 
concern with no real regret. In fact, the hearth- 
brush was little missed, for a bran new successor 
of more servile habits reigned in his place in- 
stead. The Toasting Fork, after living on the 
choicest fare for a long time, got worn out at 
last in his turn, nor did the Dripping Ladle fare 
better. Their work was over, and they were 
rusty and full of holes, so Susan sold them with 
a lot of bones to the ragman. Li the marine 
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store shop they met once more, among a lot 
of old iron, and bitterly bewailed their downfall 
and hard usage. 

O that the Hearth Brush had survived to see 
this day, and to behold the discomfort and abase- 
ment of his once proud, selfish oppressors I 
But he had gone to dust and ashes long ago ; 
so there they are, I daresay, even now, grin- 
ning very spitefully at each other, through a 
mask of rust, in that dingy window, among the 
heaps of old iron ! 

When night came, just as Crosspatch was 
covering over the sods of her fire, and putting 
all her things ready for next day, a pretty little 
bat flew in at the open door. " I have brought 
you a bit for your patchwork," said he ; ** it's a 
true story, and I hope will make quite a nice size- 
able piece. It is written on a great many little 
privet leaves, for we night folks use very small 
note paper — but the moths teU me it will loin 
in very nicely, so you 're very welcome to it ! '* 
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MADGE HOWLET'S RAMBLE. 

Sweet Jenny Wren had gone to roost, 
And Robin tuck'd his head 

Beneath his little wings, and all 
Small fowls were gone to bed. 

The daisy closed her pink-fringed eye, 

The lily shut her cup. 
The pimpernel long hours ago 

Had closed her petals up. 

The caterpillar in a rose 

Was very snugly curl'd ; 
The butterfly upon the elm 

Long since his wings had furPd. 

The late-wing'd beetle sought his hole ; 

The bees had long gone home ; 
And e'en the stupid cockchafer 

Had ceased to buzz and roam. 

Bee, fly, and flower had gone to rest. 

And little feather'd fowl ; 
When on the calm night-silence broke 

The loud cry of the owl ! 

The horrid owl — as gaily from 

The ivy bush he flew — 
Scream'd with his loud and dreary voice. 

Quite pertly, " Who are you ? " 

Poor Jenny Wren dropped off her perch. 
And Robin bawl'd '* For shame ! " 

While every bird and insect join'd 
The noisy fowl to blame. 
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*' You monster ! '* cried the nightingale, 

" To interrupt my lay ! " 
The owl disdain'd to answer her, 

And calmly sail'd away. 

** You clumsy .blunderer, be still ! '* 

Cried the excited bat ; 
" YouVe frightened with your dreadful noise 

Three crickets and a gnat ! '^ 

The few night-wandering little moths 

Flew sadly scared about, 
And throng'd into the privet hedge 

To 'scape the sudden rout. 

The little blossoms that had closed 

Their pretty eyes to rest, 
Shook so with terror, they aroused 

The lark within her nest. 



" Be quiet ! " sighed the whispering breeze : 
The brook said, " Pray be stiU ! " 

But Howlet knew the night was her's. 
And hooted with a will. 

And as she gaQy sail'd along 

Cared little for the crew ; 
Far more intent upon her prey, 

Still shouting, *' Who are you ? " 



Then, as Crosspatch stood at her door, tbe 
tall sycamore tree sent down several of his 
biggest leaves to make a patch for her counter- 
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pane, and on them was written, in violet ink, by 
means of a thorn, the following little story :^- 



THE FLOWER ON THE WALL. 

Once upon a time, there was a little plant 
that grew upon the wall of a cottage garden. 
It was a weazened, stunted little thing at the 
very best, and stretched forth the most feeble, 
leafy hands up to the sky. And the garden 
beneath was fiill of tall plants and blossoms, 
while trees above overshadowed her and kept 
her down, so that she had long maintained a 
sort of precarious existence. 

"You miserable little being!" growled the 
southernwood-bush, '* whatever possessed you to 
squat on the wall in that gipsy fashion? " 

" I could not help it," pleaded the poor httle 
plant; "as a seed I was borne about at the 
mercy of the wind, till, by chance, a bird made 
a snap at me, and buried me with his bill in a 
tuft of green moss on this friendly wall. But I 
don't wish to be in any one's way ; I am sure 
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I am not strong enough or large enough to shut 
out any one's sunshine " 

'* Some people like to be little and despised ! " 
sneered the tail chestnut-tree, that flaunted so 
proudly overhead. 

" Look at her sticky stems and skinny leaves," 
whispered the privet-bush; ** you can hardly call 
her green; she is a sort of sickly washed-out 
colour ! " 

Then came the kindly dews to the poor httle 
plant, and they whispered to her that better 
times would soon come, and that there would be 
blue sky shortly. So the small, despised, stunted 
thing took heart, and every morning she bent 
her wistful gaze on the distant sky to see if the 
good time was coming. 

In the garden she lived beside, two little 
childrea used to come out and play when the 
weather was mild and it did not rain. The 
eldest was a sturdy, healthy fellow, with curl- 
ing light hair and blue eyes, and the youngest 
was a little girl, with long dark curls and soft 
brown eyes. And these two went wandering, 
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hand in hand, between the garden beds, peeping 
into the bushes, admiring the spiders' webs, and 
playing with all the snails they met. 

" How I wish father would come here, Hugh ! " 
said the little girl ; '* I should so like to kiss him, 
and see all the pretty things in his pockets, and 
hear his fimny stories.'' 

*' I wish he would come home, Alhe," replied 
the boy. *' I think mother would be better then, 
and sing and laugh as she used to do. Oh ! 
Allie, how I wish the spring would come, and 
the fine warm days, when these terrible fierce 
winds would be over, and we could see the bit 
of blue sky mother is always hoping for." 

" Is'nt the sky blue where father is now ? " 
asked the little girl. "I know there are such 
pretty flowers there, for he said so ; and oh ! 
such birds and flies ! " 

"Yes, but there's the long, cold, dark sea 
between," said Hugh, with a shudder. ^' Only 
think how the winds that blow round our cottage, 
and pull off the old thatch, must toss the poor 
ships at sea 1 " 
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Then hand-in-hand the two little ones trotted 
in for their evening supper, and went to bed, 
taking a parting peep at the bright stars, to 
guess if there would be a bit of blue sky to- 
morrow. 

Now it was the late autumu, the time of the 
equinoctial gales, and the wind roared and raged 
like an angry demon over land and sea. The 
little birds crept shivering into the thinned 
branches, and shook with fear and cold, while 
most of their happier companions had long 
since taken wing and crossed the billowy sea, to 
warmer countries for their winter abode. The 
ground was strewn with dead branches and 
withered leaves, and many a sore tussle had the 
vigorous limbs of the trees with the rough wind 
that cared for neither hall nor cottage, spire nor 
chimney. And far away on the stormy sea the 
great waves rose and showed black yawning 
mouths ready to devour the straining ship that 
lay at their mercy, and all her crew of anxious, 
toiling sailors. 

And every gale that blew shook the poor little 



% 



a 10 CEOSSPATCH, THE CBICKET, 

• 

stunted plant in Jier precarious place on the old 
wall, and made her cling fast with desperate 
efforts lest she should be carried far away; 
while at the same time it made the old cottage 
rock, and caused the hearts of the poor mother 
and her little children to sink with dread, not 
for their own danger, but for the peril of the 
dear one who was far away on the stormy sea. 

Every morning did the poor little plant shake 
out her leaves and drink the refreshing dew 
thankfiilly and eagerly, and peer out as well 
as she could through the falling leaves to see 
if the blue sky was come yet. And meanwhile 
the nipping frost and the rough wind had done 
much damage in the little garden, and ridded 
her of some of her tormentors. The southern- 
wood bush, with his limbs torn away, looked like 
a very '* old man " as he was, while the leaves of 
the proud chestnut-tree were lying brown and 
trampled on the muddy ground. 

Still the sky kept its general dull leaden 
colour, and Hugh and Alice, who came out 
early, hand-in-hand as usual, to look at the 
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clouds, could only take back the same mourn- 
ful tale to their mother, *' There is no blue sky- 
yet." And their tender mother talked to them 
cheerily, smoothing back Hugh's thick yellow 
curls, and kissing Alice's rosy cheek as she told 
them, that m reality the sky was blue now, only 
that the clouds hid it from their sight. '* And," 
said she, '* there is an old rhyme I learned when 
I was a little girl that I will teach you now, and 
it ought to make you both patient, and wait 
tiU the sun shines* and the blue sky is seen." 

And after that, when Hugh and Alice trotted 
out in the morning beside the wall to watch for 
the long-promised bit of blue sky, when they 
saw the same leaden-hued clouds, they used to 
sing with their sweet childish voices — 

" Whether the heavens be dark or bright, 
God views the world both day and night, 
And blue skies show when He sees right." 

And now the cold winds luUed a little, and 
quieter days came on : stiU not a streak of blue 
was to be seen in the sky. The leaves had al 
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fallen, and the branches stood up stiff and bare. 
Plant and blossom had almost all perished or 
become leafless, but our poor little bush on 
the wall maintained its struggHng existence. 

At last came Spring, with her warm breath 
and reviving life, and everything awoke as fi'om 
a deep slumber. The trees began to feel the 
sap stir in their frozen limbs, and the snow- 
drops and crocuses pushed up their silver and 
golden curved chalices. 

'^Mother!" shouted Hugh, "mother, there 
is blue in the sky at last." 

**Is there, love?" replied his mother, with 
a faint smile on her wan cheek ; " then the 
better times are coming at last, and I hope and 
pray the good ship will be coming home." 

Oh ! how happy were Hugh and Alice then 
in their tiny garden, poking and prying care- 
fully into all the comers where birds build their 
nests, or spiders had hid their broods. They 
discovered a whole crop of young daisies in 
bud on the grass-plat, gazed at the rooks 
building till their necks ached, and then, oh! 
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crowning deKght, were quite sure they heard a 
bee hum. 

*^ You must be mistaken, darlings," said their 
mother, smiling at their eagerness; ** there are 
hardly any flowers open yet for the bees." 

" Oh ! but it was a bee," persisted Hugh, " and 
such a big one ! And, mother, there are crocuses, 
and snowdrops, and — crocuses, and — weU, one 
or two other flowers, I dare say." 

And the blue sky came at last to the little 
outcast plant on the wall, and the sunshine fell 
warm and glowing on her, till she unfolded her 
leaves, and grew as healthily as if she sprang in 
a meadow or a hedge-row. And bye-and-bye 
tiny green buds appeared, and they swelled and 
became a goodly size, so that the despised plant 
began to make a tolerable show in the world at 
last. 

One day, a day to be marked in that year's 
calendar as the brightest and earliest, the sun 
shone out as if it meant to banish all the clouds 
for ever, and the wind used its violet perfume to 
scent itself with, and went about laden with 
sweetness. i 
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There was great joy in the cottage, for the 
good ship had outridden the gales, and brought 
the father safe home to his httle ones. Hugh 
sat on his knee, and seemed never weary of say- 
ing, " My father ! " While little Alice laid her 
head on his bosom and murmured like a dove, 
" There is blue in the sky, and father 's come 
home." And the loving mother, with a colour 
on her cheek, and a light in her eyes that had 
not been seen there for months before, went 
gaily about her household tasks, though now and 
then a tear dimmed the bright polish of cup and 
platter. 

Then at night, long after their usual bed-time, 
the children had an unusual feast of bread and 
milk for supper, their father himself filling their 
Uttle porringers. 

"Ahl darlings," said their mother, "was I 
not right in telling you the blue sky would come 
at last? And even had it been otherwise — 

Whether the heavens be dark or bright, 
God views the world both day and night, 
And blue skies show when He sees right.*' 
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So Hugh and Alice went happily to their bed, 
while the Uttle lambs in the meadows nestled up 
softly and warmly by their old mothers, and the 
little birds were all tucked cosily up in their 
downy nests. And, above all, better days had 
come to the little plant on the wall ; her green 
leaves had unfolded, her tender buds burst, and 
a tuft of bright golden flowers now adorned her 
stem. So she had not waited so long in vain 
for the glimpse of the blue sky that came at 
last. 

Just as Crosspatch was crossing the doorstep, 
what should she see but a tidy little note in the 
passage, so she opened it, thinking it was 
" rates and taxes," or something of that sort. 
And inside, she found a pretty ballad, written. 
" Bless my heart," cried Crosspatch, " the wind 
has caught the ^ poetry fit,' and has sent me a 
patch for my counterpane by way of a valen- 
tine ! " 
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DANDELION CLOCK. 

Clock, white clock, that grows on the lea, 
Tell the hour of the day to me ; 
Puff, puff, puff — one ! two ! three ! 
Dear ! how late for school I shall be ! 
Clock, you 've made a mistake you know, 
Two did not strike an hour ago ! 
Time flies fast on a morn in May, 
Faster e'en than a holiday, 
But puffj puff, puff — one, two, three. 
Surely so late it cannot be. 

Clock, white clock, that grows on the lea, 
When comes one to marry me ? 
A fairy prince with a crown of gold, 
As he came to Cinderella of old ; 
His cloak of the violet's purple bloom, 
And in his hat a fair white plume. 
Puff, puff, puff; puff— and blow, 
Silly clock, will you never go ? 
Such a long weary while will it be^ 
Ere my fairy prince shall come for me ? 

Clock, white clock, that grows on the lea. 
Tell me, what shall my dower be ! 
How many guineas of shining gold, 
Shall I count in my lap to have and hold ? 
Enough to buy castles and acres fair, 
And costly silks and jewels to wear. 
Puff ! What all gone in one breath ? Ah me 
For my jewels and castles and ships at sea*! 
Clock, white clock, that grows on the lea, 
You Ve no pleasant tidings to day for me ! 
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Crosspatcli found the next little story on a 
scrap of silver paper, lying just where a star 
had fallen. Now doesn't this look very much 
as if the Astronomer Royal of the Cannibal 
Isles was right, when he said the old moons 
were saved and cut up into stars. 

THE LITTLE BOY WHO CRIED FOR 

THE MOON. 

Charley had come home from his walk in a 
terrible bad temper. It was a bright, cold, 
autumn day, and the sky was as blue and clear 
as a precious stone, while every little puddle of 
water was turned, as if by a fairy wand, into a 
palace of crystal. I suppose Jack Frost, among 
all his other misdeeds, had pinched Charley's 
fingers and set chilblains on his toes, for that 
was the only reason that could account for 
his ill-humour. He had a kind papa, who often 
brought him home books and toys, and a 
loving mamma, who thought nothing too 
much trouble that could please him. He 
lived in a nice cheerful house, with a small gar- 
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den round it, had an airy nursery to play in, nice 
warm clothes to wear, and a sojRi bed to sleep in 
at night, besides plenty of good wholesome food 
and nice puddings into the bargain. Was there 
ever such a lucky little boy ? And yet there he 

m 

was pouting and sulky, rude to nurse, and kick- 
ing at Mary when she tried to take off his gaiters. 
At last he worked himself up into such a fit of 
passion that he roared like a young bull, and his 
mamma ran up-stairs to see what could be the 
matter. 

** Why, Charlie ! " said she, " I thought a mad 
bull was loose, at least. What are you making 
all this noise for ? " 

'^ Master Charlie wants some jam for his lea, 
ma'am," said nurse ; " and as you desired me 
not to give him any, of course I denied him ; so 
he is crying for that." 

" Crying for jam, like a baby ! " said his 
mamma ; " why, Charlie, I am ashamed of you ! 
You may just as well be silly enough to cry for 
the moon." 

" I want the moon," roared Charlie, glad jof 
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an excuse, in his naughty temper. '' I will have 
the moon ! I '11 scream till I get the moon ! " 

" I 'm afraid you will be tired of screaming 
first/' replied mamma ; " but here is papa come 
to see what the noise is about. Papa, what is 
your prescription for a silly boy who is crying 
for the moon ? " 

" Bless me ! " said the doctor, " a real case of 
lunacy ! The best thing you can do with him is 
to put him to bed directly. He may be better 
by the time the sun rises ! " 

So nurse took oflf his clothes — no easy mat- 
ter—and, scrambUng on his night-gown, put 
him to bed. Here he amused himself by 
throwing his pillow out of bed, and flinging off 
all his coverings. After a while, however, the 
shades of evening rapidly drew on, and it be- 
came dark, and very cold; and, his passion 
having somewhat worn itself out, he began to 
feel cold and uncomfortable. . He wished he had 
his pillow again; but as, like all bad-tempered 
people he was very cowardly, he dared not get 
out of bed to fetch it. So he was obliged to 
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roll himself up as best lie could, in the blankets 
of the sorely-tumbled bed, and get to sleep the 
best fashion he could. And then his swollen 
eyelids closed, and he fell into an uneasy slum- 
ber, to which **the little fairy who comes at 
night," and watches over good and naughty 
children, sent a most wonderful dream. 

He thought he was lying on his bed gazing 
through the uncurtained window at the moon, 
which was at full, and fair and round as a silver 
shield, rode in the deep dark blue sky. Gradu- 
ally he beheld it grow bigger and bigger, and 
come down closer and nearer to him, till at last, 
with a brilliant flood of light like liquid diamonds, 
it seemed to squeeze itself in through his win- 
dow. He lay in dreadful terror, scarcely daring 
to move, and shutting his eyes tight to escape 
the blinding radiance of the light — but it even 
seemed to flow through his very eyelids ! 

"You wanted me," said a clear piercing 
voice, " and here I am ! " 

*' Oh dear ! " sobbed Charlie, his teeth chat- 
tering with fiight, "I was not in earnest!'' 
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**Well, I can't help that/' said the voice 
severely; ^* I am not to be trifled with in this 
way. You cried for the moon ; and now you 
have got me, what are you going to do with 
me?" 

Charlie peeped as much as he dared out of 
a comer of his eye, and saw that the great 
moon kept squeezing in through the window 
nearer and nearer, till he was obliged to screw 
himself into the smallest space he could, for 
fear of being crushed by his great bright 
visitor. 

" Oh! dear moon," he cried, piteously, " please 
to go away. I did not mean you to come 
all this way for me ; I only wished for you in 
play !" 

** And do you think," replied the clear voice, 
" that I am going to be dragged away from all 
my business, and brought down, just because a 
silly little boy cries for me, for nothing ? ISTo, my 
little Mend, you must suffer for your fancies, 
and so I shall take you a journey with me, and 
cure you of wishing for the moon ! " 
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So saying, she tangled him in fine meshes of 
silver rays that looked like a glittering net, and 
bore him along as a balloon carries with it the 
car beneath. Away went the bright moon, 
slowly, steadily rising over valley and hill, far 
up into the dark sky among the clouds. Charlie 
was so terribly frightened the first minute or 
two that he could only cling tight to the shining 
rays and shut his . eyes in an agony of terror, 
By-and-bye, however, the gentle steady pace 
they travelled at, hke the slow sailing of a bird 
through the air, calmed him enough to allow 
him to open his eyes a Uttle bit, when the clear 
voice called to him to look down below. He 
obeyed ; and by the soft silvery light he was 
able to see the inside of a wretched bare garret 
at the top of a tall house standing in a crowded 
street. He could see quite into the room, and 
he beheld in one comer a heap of mouldy straw, 
with three little shivering children all huddled 
up together on it for a bed. They were still in 
the wretched rags they wore by day, for they 
had no warm blankets or coverlets. 
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"Havn't 00 dot a bit of bread?" asked the 
little sickly voice of one. '' I 'm so 'tarved ! '' 

** We hain't got a morsel,'' answered the bigger 
one. " Go to sleep, Polly ; perhaps we '11 get a 
crust to-morrow." 

The poor little hungry creature lay down 
again, but she shivered, and sobbed, and said 
she was " so told," that her older sister stripped 
off her own tattered skirt to fold over the skinny 
arms that had not life enough in the feeble veins 
to keep them warm. 

" Would you change places with them ? " de- 
manded the clear voice close to Charlie's ear. 
The tears stood on his cheeks, and he replied, 
sadly, ** No, indeed ! " Then the bright rays 
carried him farther, and he looked into another 
bare room, where, round the light of a glaring 
gas-burner, sat several sickly-looking women 
and children, with paints and prints before 
them. They were colouring the pictures of 
some children's books — funny pictures they 
were, that made many a fireside merry ; but 
these poor little things only looked upon them 
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as work, and no smile was on the poor pinched 
faces that bent over them so wearily. The bright- 
hued grotesque drollery that puckered so many 
rosy faces into smiles only looked a glare of 
wearisome red or blue under the dim little eyes* 
that had lost their brightness over them, from 
long days of toil that went far into the night, 
for it was getting near Christmas, and time was 
short. 

*' Would you change with these ?" asked the 
clear voice again. 

" No," answered Charlie, more ashamed than 
ever. Then the bright rays once more carried 
him off, and this time they showed him the in- 
side of a large workhouse. Everything was 
clean and in order, but it had -a chill and a 
gloom about it that struck on Charlie's heart. 
The walls were all one dull white; the long rows 
of beds looked bare and comfortless ; the very 
clothes were numbered and named after the 
place. And the poor little children that lay 
there had not a home in the world but this which 
was no home. They ate, drank, and slept, like 
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SO many cows and sheep, by rule and order, 
and when they had become only just old enough 
to struggle for themselves, they were launched 
out to fight their way in the selfish, struggling 
world. There was no mother to kiss them 
before they went to bed ; no father to work or 
play with ; and no home to go to when school and 
lessons were over. It was but a dreary life at 
best, and so Charlie thought ; for when the clear 
voice spoke to him again, he hung down his 
head and did not answer. After this, he saw 
several other places which I have no time to tell 
you about ; but they all showed him the same 
lesson, — what an ungrateful child he was for 
the blessings he enjoyed. He saw sickness and 
suffering, hunger and cold, nakedness and want, 
the lot of so many tender httle ones in this great 
country. 

** The bitter tears that are wrung fi:*om these 
little eyes are more sad to witness than any- 
thing I shine upon," said the moon. '* Night 
after night do I gaze on all these scenes of suf- 
fering and sorrow ; and can I have any patience 
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then, to be called from my nightly watch merely 
by the fretful sobs of a peevish child who cries 
for the moon?" 

" I will never be so wicked again ! " declared 
Charlie, bravely. '* Dear moon, I am glad you 
came to me, too ; and I shall not soon forget 
your lesson/' 

Then he felt the bright rays gently letting 
him down, down, tiU with a sudden start, he 
jumped up, wide awake, on his own little com- 
fortable bed, with the silver moon-light stream- 
ing all round him, and making white paths on 
the floor. 

*' Well, Charlie," said the doctor, next morn- 
ing ; " do you think you will cry for the moon 
again ? " 

" Papa, I know I was very, very naughty ; for 
the moon told me so herself, and I hope I shall 
never be so wicked again. But, oh ! I had such 
a wonderful dream! " 

Next morning, Crosspatch got up mighty 
early, and set to work getting ready her break- 
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fast, before she set off on her travels. So, first 
of all, she lighted her fire and laid her tray all 
ready, and then off she went to fill her kettle 
at the pump. But the handle was so stiff she 
could hardly move it. ** I must put a drop 
of oil in it," said she ; but all of a sudden, in- 
stead of water, out came a roll of green stuff, 
like a long green rush! "Bless my heart!" 
said she, " this must be fi:'om the marshy place 
underground, where all the water in the world 
comes from!" So she pulled it carefully out, 
and on it she found this written : — 

EUSH-WEAVING. 

Little one, Kttle one, come with me, 

To gather the rushes on the lea ; 

I'll make you a cradle, and rock you to rest, 

As snug as the dove in her pretty green nest ; 

Thistle-down soft shall be your bed, 

And lily leaves broad a coverlet spread. 

I'll plait you a rattle of rushes green, 

The prettiest plaything that ever was seen ; 

Three Httle pebbles and two little shells 

Shall tinkle as sweet as a peal of bells. 

And I'll sing to their music to hush you to rost, 

Softly and swee£ ia your cosy green nest. 
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I'll weave you a basket so green and gay, 
To fill with the flowers we pick on our way ; 
Primroses, violets, purple and white, 
Cowslips, and daisies, and kingcups so bright ; 
So, little one, hasten, and come with me 
To pick the green rushes that grow on the lea. 

I'll twine you a crown of the rushes green. 

All jewell'd with flowers, and fit for a queen. 

And make you a sceptre royally grand, 

To hold upright in your tiny hand ; 

And throne, and sceptre, and crowD shall be 

Woven of rushes that grow on the lea. 

And Dort's little tiresome boy did come in 
this night too ; but it was not to borrow a light. 

" YoiiVe often given me a burning turf," 
said he, "and I'm not an ungrateful little boy, 
Goody ; so, as I hear you are collecting scraps 
and bits, I've brought you something I hope 
may help you. Here are some leaves of an old 
spelling-book I learn at school; I hope they 
will do for your Counterpane, Goody." 

THE LOVES OF PRINCE BLYSS AND 

PRINCESS FOLLL 

Once upon a time, there was a very fine and 
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fertile island that lay hid far, far away in the 
midst of the glittering silver sea, and it was 
called the Island of Ignorance. You won't find 
it on the map, so it's no use looking ; for it has 
disappeared since those enchanted days, the era 
of " once upon a time,'' which ended before 
King Arthur and his Round Table ; so you know 
it must be out of date. Perhaps it was a vol- 
canic island — who knows ? — shot up from the 
bottom of the sea by old mother earth — -just as 
a boy sends up a squib on the fifth of November, 
which is bright and pretty enough for a moment 
or two, and is then lost to sight. At any rate, 
at whatever door the blame may rest, whether 
it be that of the Commissioners for National 
Stultification, or any other public malefactors, 
I don't know — all I am certain of is, that it 
existed then; and it was the happiest place 
under the sun. Everything grew there as if 
it was enchanted — such huge pumpkins and 
melons, such monstrous cabbages, such thump- 
ing potatoes, were never seen elsewhere ! Why 
their green peas were as big as other folk's 

K 
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bullets ; and there was not a tlin person to be 
seen on the island 1 

The king was a very powerful monarch ; m- 
deed I could not reckon the number of his 
subjects, even if I were to sit down and count 
all my fingers and toes, and add all the separate 
hairs of my head into the bargain. So of course 
they could not all live on the island, and they 
colonized elsewhere — everywhere — all the world 
over, in short, while the most distinguished only 
were allowed to reside on the island itself. I 
should tell you that it was governed in true 
despotic fashion by King Lout the 101st ! His 
wife, the Queen Loobie, had only given him one 
son, but he was the most charming prince the 
world ever produced — amiable, handsome, cour- 
teous, beyond all description. He was most 
carefully brought up, after the royal fashion of 
the princes of that house ; that is to say, he 
could swim, shoot, and ride to perfection ; in- 
deed, there was no manly exercise in which he 
was not a proficient, and not a foot of the 
island he had not explored. In short, he was 
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one of the most perfect princes who ever Kved 
in the days of " once upon a time!" 

One day, however, just before he attained his 
majority, whatever that might be (for the people 
of the Island of Blessed Ignorance were silly 
enough to think that some folks came of age 
sooner than others), he was observed to sigh 
thrice following while he was taking his usual 
dessert of ten plums, seven apples, and a wal- 
nut 1 This event naturally caused much conster- 
nation in the courtly circle, and the Lacquered 
Post in Waiting hinted the matter to the Groom 
of the Nightlight, who suggested it to the Pillow 
Thumper in ordinary, who repeated it to the 
Curl Paper Keeper, who laid it before the 
Dressing Gown of Honour, who respectfully 
breathed it in the sacred ears of Majesty itself. 
The royal maternal bosom was fearfully agitated; 
so much so, indeed, that Her Majesty scratched 
three Maids in Waiting, and pinched ten Pages 
of the Antechamber. A pint and a half of cold 
gruel, with a drop and a half of rum in it, the 
usual royal sedative promptly administered by 
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the Peculiar Pill-Box, however, abated the febrile 
symptoms, and, when a little calmer, the Queen 
sent to request the presence of the King. His 
Majesty came in such haste on hearing of the 
urgency of the case, that he omitted to button 
ten loops in his waistcoat, and skipped over 
four holes in lacing his august left boot. The 
meeting between the royal pair was aflTecting in 
the extreme, and the illustrious suflTerer dis- 
closed all her cares and fears to the sympathetic 
ear of her liege and sovereign. 

Finally, the heir to the crown was summoned, 
and bid to cast himself on the unbounded love 
and confidence of his devoted parents. He then 
divulged the fact, that, during a prolonged ex- 
cursion in his yacht, the "Perambulator," he 
had touched on the shore of an unknown coun- 
try. On landing in search of water, he had by 
chance passed along the rocks under a superb 
palace, whose gilded lattices looked over the 
sea. Hearing some delicious strains of music, 
he paused to listen ; for, be it known, that on 
the Isle of Blessed Ignorance, music was as 
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yet in its infancy. " Hush a bye baby, on the 
tree top," and **Ding, dong, bell," were the 
popular melodies then prevailing ; but the young 
prince having just composed a new air, entitled 
*' Polly put the kettle on," felt himself to be some- 
what of a judge. After a prelude from silvery 
strings, he heard the following words warbled by 
the sweetest voice in the world — they had been 
firmly printed on his heart, so he could easily 
repeat them to his eager, royal parents : — 

" Multiplication is no vexation, 

Division is easy and neat ; 
The Rule of Three it is clear to me, 

And Practice makes complete ; 
ISTumeration 's my adoration 

And very welcome to me. 
Noun, and Pronoun, and Adjective, 

Have powerful influences ; 
But my Kfe is ruled by Dr. Verb, 

With all his moods and tenses/' 

Fascinated by the exquisite skill of the hidden 
musician, the prince became desirous of seeing 
whether the voice and person of the singer were 
also in unison. He accordingly took off the 
pair of knitted braces his royal mother had 
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worked from her own hair, and twisted them 
into a rope, knotting it in sailor fashion, and 
climbed the gilded trellis till he reached the 
balcony, whence he gained a view of the apart- 
ment. There, at a wooden desk, seated on 
a high three-legged stool, he beheld the most 
lovely princess his eyes had ever seen. She 
was playing on a dulcimer, while by her side 
sat nine white Maltese spaniels, with their snowy 
hair done carefully up in papers, for it was early 
in the morning. They all whined sweetly in 
concert to the air the princess played; but so 
true was her ear, and so skilled was she in the 
science of music, that whenever one of them 
was half a quarter of a note out of time she 
detected him. The offender was then solemnly 
flogged by a waiting-maid, who bore a huge 
rod composed of birch branches. 

The enraptured prince endeavoured to de- 
scribe the bewildering charms of the lovely 
singer ; but, after vainly enumerating " Two blue 
eyes, rosy lips, an ivory forehead, and a small 
nose," he became confused, and tried back — 



AND THE COUNTERPANE. 135 

" a rosy nose, blue foreliead, ivory lips, and 
small eyes," and finally became so dazzled by 
the mere recollection that he was obliged to be 
silent. 

" Bless my stars ! " ejaculated his gracious 
Majesty, in amazement. 

" Lawk a daisy 1 " murmured the Queen, medi- 
tatively. 

They then called in the Councillor of the Privy 
Bore, and desired his advice on the matter, and 
he patriotically nodded thrice, laid his dexter 
digit on the sinister side of his nose, and re- 
marked '* Ha 1 hum ! " when, having fulfilled his 
mission, he backed gracefully out of the royal 
presence. A special sitting of the House of 
Noodles being then convened, they voted funds 
to send an Ambassador Extraordinary to the 
Land of Wisdom, to demand the hand of thq 
king's daughter in marriage for the Prince of 
the Island of Blessed Ignorance. Lord Nin- 
compoop was selected as the bearer of the 
matrimonial proposals ; and the Prince, during 
the period of suspense, betook himself to his 
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usual amusements, and played marbles and 
trap-ball to such a degree that his shoulder 
became stiff. 

After an absence of three years, two months, 
.five days, and a minute, the ambassador returned 
bearing the answer of the King of the Land of 
Wisdom. His Wise Majesty declared that he 
was ready to accept the proposals on behalf of 
his daughter. He would sign the treaty, and 
dehver the fair princess and her dowry, consist- 
ing of 150,000 reams of paper, 100 gross of 
pencils, a ship-load of copy-books, 90,000 uncut 
quills, and a square mile of India-rubber, upon 
the condition that within a year and a day the 
Prince of the Ignorant Isle should make his 
appearance to claim her in person, and go 
through a Civil-Service Examination ; namely, a 
sum in simple arithmetic, repeating the verb 
"to love" with all its moods and tenses, and 
spelling *' Popocatapetl " all in one breath ! 

On hearing the terrible terms, the Prince 
fainted away on the spot, so that it took a day 
and night, and two gallons of lavender water, as 
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well as a bushel of smelling salts, to recover him. 
But his passion for the beautiful princess was 
triumphant, and he declared his intention to win 
her or perish in the attempt. Accordingly, all 
the science and learning in the kingdom, which 
was not very much when collected, was put 
into requisition for the prince's education. A 
new machine called " a coach " was invented for 
the purpose, whereby the prince being strapped 
in an easy chair, a tube was placed in each ear, 
another in his mouth, and through these were 
poured French, German, Italian, Latin, Greek, 
grammar, philosophy, chemistry, botany, algebra, 
mathematics, astronomy, geography, and many 
other "ologies." But it was a most painful 
operation ; and, though the prince endured it as 
courageously as he could, when they proceeded 
to pour in geology and the use of the globes, his 
agonies were terrible, and he burst the bonds 
and ran away. He was not found again for a 
month, when, after an anxious search, he was 
discovered in the midst of a sandy desert, having 
torn oflF half his hair, and eaten his nails down 
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to the very quick. They were then compelled 
to bag his hands, and make him wear a wig, 
after which his education went on as before. 
When the eleventh month came, however, he 
was not much more clever than before, for when 
his royal mother, by way of helping him, asked 
him one day at dinner what a note of interroga- 
tion was, he replied, staring at her majesty's 
left shoulder, which was slightly elevated above 
its fellow, ^' A horrid crooked thing that always 
asks questions ! " or when the king desired him 
to describe his favourite problem in Euclid, the 
prince would reply, ^' the structure raised by his 
majesty for carrying donkeys over the water." 
So his preceptors voted him irrelevant and irre- 
verent, and persuaded the king to let him finish 
his education by a course of foreign travel. He 
had made some little way in the first two re- 
quirements, but the last was yet to be attained. 

'* Try, my darling," cried the queen in piteous 
accent ; *' try, my precious child, if you can't 
spell Popocatapetl." 

" Po-po-popoff,*' stuttered the prince. " No, 
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it is co-co-pata-kettle I No, mother, I can't do 
it ! " he repeated, in accents of despair. 

Accordingly, off he went on his travels in his 
favourite yacht, the *' Perambulator/' with his 
chosen preceptor, who was entitled " Buttons*'; 
whose duty it was to learn the prince's lesson 
for him, and instil it into the royal mind in a 
course of amusement. We have not time to 
follow them through the whole route of their 
travels, for they went all round the world and 
back again. Suffice it to say, that they went to 
the Country of Counting, where the prince was 
solemnly examined in arithmetic, and accom- 
plished the elaborate sum of " two and two are 
four," by the help of three cherry stones and a 
button. He was shewn the Forest of Multipli- 
cation, which he declined to enter, nor could he 
be tempted up the Hill of Compound Division, 
while he utterly scouted a proposition that he 
should explore the soil for roots and fractions, 
seriously affirming that as he was neither a 
gardener or a joiner, such pursuits were not 
necessary for him. Therefore, Count Cocker, 
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the Commissary of that country, gave the prince 
his certificate of merit, receiving in return the 
customary fees, namely, fifty slates in oak frames, 
and half a hundred weight of slate-pencil. 

The prince then set sail for the Gulf of Gram- 
mar, where he was nearly shipwrecked on a hiige 
rock of the parts of speech, but his protecting 
good genius saved him, and piloted him safely 
to shore. Here he was politely received by a 
deputation, who escorted him to the presence of 
their potentate, the great Lindley Murray. He 
was a disagreeable old man of forbidding aspect, 
who frowned at every comma, and shook his 
head sternly at each full-stop. The Prince of 
the Isle of Blessed Ignorance appeased him as 
well as he could by gifts and flattery, having, 
among other presents, brought him some ship- 
loads of calf-skin to bind his published code of 
laws in. This somewhat mollified the severe 
legislator, so that he only shook his head twice, 
when the prince described a possessive pronoun, 
as '* a blackbird stealing cherries," and declared a 
conjunction was only a court epithet for a mar- 
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riage license. He set down the erratic nature 
of the prince's replies to the excited state of 
his mind at the time, and in consideration of his 
high rank, gave him a certificate of merit for 
grammar as " Blockhead of the First Class." 

And now the worst part of his task was to 
come; vainly did he endeavour to arrange the 
letters of the magic word in due order and 
sequence. The '' o's " and the '' p's ", '' I's " and 
'' t's " would jumble themselves together in the 
most heterogenous manner, and after achieving 
the following — 

"Poppy at a petal, 
Polly put a kettle, 
Pot a cat a little, 
Pop it at a tittle/' 

H e resigned it in despair, and went off with his 
best leg foremost, to consult the famous magi- 
cian Mavor, who dwelt in Alphabet Row. When 
the prince arrived at the entrance of the mystic 
home of the wizard, which was pervaded by a 
faint odour of damp paper and printing ink : he 
pronounced the customary spells — 
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*' Great A, little a, bouncing big B, 
Pray, Mr. Mavor, do open to me I '* 

Then the door flew open and admitted him 
into the awful presence of the Master of all 
Spelhng ! He was a tall man in a long dark 
gown, with a white wig ; he had six-and-twenty 
attendants, aU dressed in black also, who frisked 
about him in most unearthly attitudes, and who 
had each a fiery letter branded on their fore- 
heads ! 

The prince propitiated this powerful sorcerer 
by the gift of fifty copies of Walker's Pronounc- 
ing Dictionary, a new work just published in 
the Land of Wisdom, and then besought his 
valuable assistance. The erudite Mavor, in a 
solemn manner, drew a circle thrice round the 
prince, with his long wand, chanting the follow- 
ing charm, in a hollow sepulchral tone — 

" Peas-pudding hot, peas-pudding cold. 
Peas-pudding in the pot nine days' old ! '* 

" Can you spell that in four letters ? " enquired 
he, turning sternly round to the prince. This 
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unhappy lover tore out ten handfuls of hair in 
wildly scratching his head ; but his good genius, 
in the shape of Buttons, whispered in his ear at 
the moment — he faintly exclaimed " T.H.A.T." 
and fell lifeless in the arms of his faithful 
monitor. 

When he recovered, at the end of three days, 
he found he had covered himself with glory by 
this feat, so that, not only did the wizard with 
his own hand, write the fatal word for him in 
legible characters ; but he sent a deputation of 
his little black attendants with the prince as a 
guard of honour. Then the prince took an 
affectionate leave of the fiiendly sorcerer, de- 
claring in the gratitude of his heart, that when 
he came to the throne he would incorporate the 
mystic volume of spells compiled by Mavor, the 
magician, with the records of his kingdom, and 
enact that every child should, on pain of corpo- 
real punishment, learn a column at breakfast 
time ! Then he set sail once more for the Isle 
of Blessed Ignorance. There he was thank- 
fully welcomed by his anxious parents, who 
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embarked with him for the Land of Wisdom in 
all the state punts and barges. 

It need scarcely be related that the fair 
princess received him with great delight, and 
gave him a book of riddles of her own composi- 
tion, and an acrostic on his own name. The 
prince, fearful of committing himself in such a 
colony of Solons, said but little ; and his silence 
was accounted to him as exceeding knowledge. 
The wedding took place with great pomp and 
splendour ; large parties of both nations being 
present on the occasion. Lord Nincompoop was 
created Earl Noodle, and the grand order of the 
Foolscap was instituted with great ceremony ; the 
respective kings being joint Sovereign-Masters 
of the Order. A huge black board was set up in 
the pubhc square of the town, to commemorate 
the event, with a supply of white chalk, provided 
for ever at the public expense. The King of 
the Land of Wisdom was so rejoiced at his 
daughter's nuptials, that he even condescended 
to read Johnson's Dictionary aloud to the 
happy pair during their honeymoon. In short, 



AND THE OOUNTEEPANB. 145 

all was improvement and instruction com- 
bined. 

Whether it arose, however, from the mahgnant 
aspect of adverse planets, or from the contrary- 
inclination of human nature, I cannot say ; but 
certain it is, that from the hour of his marriage, 
the health of the Prince of the Isle of Blessed 
Ignorance visibly declined. He became studious 
and melancholy, and passed all his time in count- 
ing up beans and buttons, or guessing riddles. 
His horses roamed about unsaddled in the fields, 
and his bow and arrows himg idly on the wall, 
while the gallant little " Perambulator " was 
broken up, and made into penholders ! So that, 
after all his struggles and adventures to gam the 
fair hand of the Princess of the Land of Wis- 
dom, his success seemed to bring him no perma- 
nent happiness or comfort. Thus he furnished 
the only instance on record of a fairy prince 
living in the days of "once upon a time," who had 
his own way, and did not live happy ever after I 
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. Another morning, when Crosspatch set out 
very early, she heard the old black hen cluck- 
ing away like mad. So she thought she might 
as well peep in and see what was the matter, 
and whether Dame Partlet would spare her an 
egg for breakfast, in case the goblin should 
wake up ; for she knew that most people have 
a weakness for eggs, when they are nicely 
poached, and it might pacify him a bit if he 
happened to be stirring. But Dame Partlet 
had not an egg ready laid ; she was only cluck- 
ing over a scrap of parchment she had discovered 
while she was tidying her nest. " You may 
have it, if you like," said she to Crosspatch, '*it 
may help to eke out your quilt;" and this was 
Dame Partlet's contribution : — 

« COCK A DOODLE DO ! " 

Cock a doodle do, 

I want a word with you ; 
For you watch, they say, for the break of day. 

To warn the e&n crew : 
Lest the smallest of elves or the tiniest fay 
Should be shrivell'd and scorch 'd in the sun's fierce 

ray; 
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So when the first light in the east you espy, 
Your clarion shrill warns the revellers to fly ; 
Where do they hide, in the lily bells. 
Or deep in the foxglove's purple cells ? 

Tell me, I pray. 

Where elfin and fay 
Hide themselves snugly at break of day ! 

But chanticleer bold 

Dared not have told, 
So he strutted, and ruffled, and hurried away, 
Shouting out loudly, as off he flew, 
" Cock a doodle do ! Cock a doodle do !'' 

Cock a doodle do. 

It's very rude of you 
To mock me, and scoff, and take yourself off. 

In the burly manner you do ! 
So I '11 .ask instead, if your mind is at rest 
About sundry small articles miss'd from the nest ; 
Is the fiddlestick found for your sorrowing master ? 
And pray has your dame repair' d her disaster ? 

Cock a doodle do ! 

Has she found her shoe P — 
But the bird was indignant, and off he flew. 



Old Grip the Raven came to Crosspatch, and 
said to her, '' Here, Goody, here's a famous old 
yellow sheet of paper for your quilt. It's all 
covered with queer-looking letters and marks ; 
but that does not signify, I daresay. I picked 



I 



148 OEOSSPATCH, THE CBICKET, 

it out of old Doctor Christian's waste-paper 
basket on purpose for you." 

" Thank you kindly/' answered Crosspatch, 
who had now learned from necessity to be more 
civil to everybody, ** thank you, Grip; it wiU 
make a famous patch, I'm sure." And the 
story that was written on it was translated out 
of some unknown tongue by the learned old 
Doctor Christian, who had called it 

THE THEEB PILGEIMS. 

Two travellers set out on their journey through 
the world ; and, as may be imagined, their path 
lay through very varied scenery; sometimes 
through towns and villages and populous places, 
and sometimes stretching through dense forest 
or wide moorland. They were well attired for 
their journey in warm frieze cloaks, and huge 
penthouse hats ; and the steeds which bore them 
were stout, well-fed nags, that ambled on at a 
pleasant, jog-trot pace ; and on their horse-cloths 
and saddle-bags were written the initials of 
the respective owners, with many flourishes and 
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graceful devices. Those on the first one con- 
sisted of two W/s, neatly interlaced, monogram- 
fashion, which stood for "Worldly Wisdom;" 
and on that of the second stood, distinct and 
bold, the capital letters, L. R., which meant 
"Legal Rectitude/' 

They put up at an inn for the night, and 
called on mine host for his choicest fare and 
his richest wine ; and the hostess ushered them 
reverently into the room of honour, and placed 
them in the best seats. Presently, while they 
sat sniffing at their perfume-boxes, and unfold- 
ing their dainty white napkins, a little voice 
was heard below stairs, very low, and yet so 
sweet and clear withal, that it pierced the silence 
of the great house Uke the notes of a silver 
clarion, till the very swallows on the eaves 
twittered at the sound. 

" What seek you, my little maid ?" asked the 
burly host of the tiny patient figure that stood 
before him. She was a small, pale child, with 
dark, soft eyes, whose looks seemed to penetrate 
to your very soul, and leave there peace and 
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calm. She was attired in humble raiment; 
dingy, colourless robes wrapped her, not too 
wanrily, from the biting air ; and tattered shoes 
scarcely protected her tender feet from the sharp 
stones of the road. Her ragged cloak bore the 
trace of ages of storm and tempest ; but her 
sweet kindly eyes and tender smile bore no 
signs of either winter or rough weather. She 
looked frankly into the host's face, and said, 
"Shelter and food," and, whatever might be 
the magic of her voice or face, it certainly 
worked powerfully ; for he left his business of 
.drawing wine for his customers, and ushered 
her also into the best guest-chamber as respect- 
ftdly as if she had been the Grand-Duchess her- 
self. 

The two travellers turned up their noses, and 
gave themselves vast airs at the entrance of the 
little ragged maiden; but mine host took no 
notice, sa they were forced to grumble to them- 
selves, and draw their chairs so close to the 
fender, that no one, save themselves, could catch 
a glimpse of the fire till after dinner. 



AND THE COUNTEEPANB. 15'1 

Then, with great care and ostentation, they 
drew on their warm mantles, lined with fur, and 
set forth afresh on their view of the town. And 
the poor maiden drew round her the tattered 
cloak, and went on her way likewise. And when 
they reached the inn-door, Worldly Wisdom paid 
his reckoning, and kissed the buxom landlady, 
while Legal Rectitude disputed half the items 
in his bill, as he said, for the sake of others, and 
oflTered his hand for a parting shake to the land* 
lord. But mine host was taking his charge nn- 
iv^illingly from the smiling little maiden, and 
trying to force some of it back into her soft, 
dimpled hand, so he did not notice that Legal 
Rectitude stood, booted and spurred, splashed 
and cross, waiting for parting civilities. " If you 
wish to help me," said the maiden, gathering her 
tattered garment round her, " shield and succour 
the next unfortunate that comes in your way — 
remembering that angels come sometimes in 
rags. So, my friend, do not turn away the 
messengers of God, and so may his blessing be 
with you." 
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Then she passed on her way, and soon neared 
a narrow street that led to the church, and 
there, on a door-step, lay a huddled mass of 
rags, that had once been a woman. Her fellow- 
travellers had got there before her, and were 
gazing down on the piteous sight. " See,'' said 
Worldly Wisdom, "to what carelessness and 
improvident habits bring the poor. This mise- 
rable creature would have been better off if she 
had kept herself respectable!" 

Then said Legal Rectitude, ** Lazy creature ! 
why did not she avail herself of the proper 
asylums provided for homeless vagrants ? It is 
shocking and disgusting that the poor will 
prefer to die in our very streets !" 

Then the little maiden with the ragged gar- 
ments came gently up, and she smoothed the 
convulsed limbs of the dead, and straightened 
the dishevelled hair, and lastly, she covered the 
poor cold corpse with her ragged mantle. Then, 
as by magic, its tatters disappeared, and it be- 
came fair and white as a shroud, Uke the snow 
that covers the good and the evil. 
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Then Worldly Wisdom and Legal Rectitude, 
finding it grow somewhat dull, made their way 
to the market-place, and began to be busy with 
the folks there, and Worldly Wisdom got hold 
of all the weak-minded people, and gave them 
advice, whereby some prospered for a time, and 
others went to utter ruin. Worldly Wisdom 
tipped the scales and slid the measures, talking 
all the while in the most eloquent way, while, 
whenever a bustle arose and weights and mea- 
sures were disputed. Legal Rectitude came to 
the rescue, and, having tied up his eyes to 
show his impartiality, always gave the victory to 
the strong. Wherever there was a grasping 
nature, Worldly Wisdom marked it for his own, 
and whenever there was a public outcry, and 
inquiry into anything wrong, Legal Rectitude 
sat up in state, with a rigid brow that impressed 
great awe on the people, and decided the case, 
by ostentatiously splitting hairs into very, very 
minute divisions. 

And where was the third guest of the inn ? 
Everywhere ! Wherever there was sorrow or 
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sin, there was she, preaching, consoling, 
strengthening, in her tattered garments and 
worn-out shoes, covering all sins and follies 
with her threadbare mantle till it grew white 
and fair like churchyard daisies in the sun. 

The thief lay in the stone-walled prison to- 
wards which Worldly Wisdom had led his steps, 
and to which I iegal Rectitude consigned him ; but 
the little ragged child found an entrance even 
there, and left a ray behind her that did not die 
quite away; and she met a poor, wandering, 
wicked creature, who was going wilfully to lay 
down the life that was lent her for betterpurposes. 
Worldly Wisdom had misled her sorely, and 
Legal Rectitude visited her terribly for her sins. 
But the little ragged maiden came and laid her 
tattered mantle over her, and she became calm 
once more. 

Many sorrows, many sins, and many struggles 
did the little maiden patiently veil, smiUng, with 
her own gentle eyes and calm face, as if she 
foresaw the sunshine that the dark cloud was 
yet hiding. Worldly Wisdom and his brother 
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meanwliile went on their way, exposing all tHe 
frailties, and bitterly punishing all the shortt- 
comings they met on their path. And as they 
journeyed on the road of life, the ragged maiden 
still travelled at their side ; and wherever could 
be traced a flaw or blemish on the fair face of 
nature, or the human beings that were sent as 
its inhabitants, the three were busy together. 
Said Worldly Wisdom, ** Alas! here. is another 
sin, another crime, another blot on our fair 
shield ! How miserably corrupt and worthless 
is human nature !" Then answered Legal Recti- 
tude, whetting his sword to a sharp edge, " Cut 
them off in their sin ! blot out the spots, wash 
out the stains in the blood of the sinner!" 

So that sorrow and wailing followed ever in 
the track of the twain. Then came the Httle 
tattered girl, with her ragged cloak ; and ten- 
derly, and with a holy pity, did she hide the sin 
and the suffering, so that the curses of the 
wicked were stilled at the sound of her step, 
as at the rush of an angel's wings ; and the last 
gasps of hunger and cold — sorely tempted, and 
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therefore so often sorely fallen — followed her in 
a blessing. 

Then, at last, came the judgment on the sin- 
ful city — for the punishment of their misdeeds 
was come upon them like a roaring torrent in 
the dark night. And our three travellers were 
not far apart on their missions and paths. 
Worldly Wisdom was struck dumb for ever, 
with a moral axiom stiffened on his tongue; 
while Legal Rectitude fell beneath his own 
sword, the edge of which he had so painfully 
and carefully sharpened and whetted for others. 

And as for the ragged little wanderer, the 
worn-out shoes fell off her feet, the tattered 
garments shrivelled up like withered leaves in 
autumn, and the mantle she had used as a cloak 
to hide and solace human suffering and sin 
changed into glorious shining robes ; while from 
her shoulders budded radiant pinions, every 
bright-hued feather being a deed of mercy and 
love! And in the calm of the pure blue sky 
soared up the unrecognised angel that had 
walked the earth so long in the tattered garb 
of little Caritas I 
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One day, when Crosspatch went into the fields 
to see if she could find some scraps there, she 
came to a large field of com. It was a terribly 
warm summer — ^the sun had stared so fiercely 
at all the Httle pools and brooks, that they hid 
themselves under the earth in pure fright, while 
the streams and rivers fainted away into mist. 
As Crosspatch went on, she spied such a blaze 
in the distance, that she thought the sun had 
dropped some sparks, and that they were setting 
fire to the dry com stalks. But on going 
cautiously near, she discovered that it was only 
a group of brilliant scarlet poppies. " How 
pretty they would look in my counterpane," 
said she. "What patches those red flowers 
would make, to be sure 1 " The poppies were 
very good-natured, so they shook off a few of 
their largest petals for her, and on one of them 
was written : 

THE SONG OF THE POPPIES. 

Bright red poppies, we are bom 
In the middle of the com, 
In these rare bright vests of ours, 
The " Eed Riding Hoods " of flowers I 
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We sometimes line the wild bee's nest 
With portions of our scarlet vest ; 
And keep her children safe from harm, 
In our red mantles folded warm. 

And oft we grow secure and tall 
Upon the ruin'd castle wall : 
Where once the flag of war shone brave, 
Our scarlet pennons gaily wave. 

And sometimes too we may be found 
In the quiet churchyard ground, 
Where we whisper as we grow, 
" How still are those who lie below ! '' 

Very hush'd and very deep 

Is the calm of those who sleep : 

Our drowsy wine could add no rest 

To those who lie in earth's green breast. 

Poppies red and bright are we 
In corn-field, mead, or grassy lea ; 
In these scarlet cloaks of ours, 
The " Red Riding Hoods" of flowers. 

Next day, as Crosspatch passed up the lane 
by her house, she felt a smart blow on her head 
from a biggish piece of stick, and loolring up 
to see where it came from, she perceived a rook 
balancing himself on the edge of the nest. 
"Here Goody," cawed he; "is a contribution 
to your counterpane. They will make rook-pie 
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of some of us soon, I dare say, so I have written 
a little diary of our doings to be handed down 
to posterity, and here it is for you." 

NEST-BUILDING. 

" Caw ! " cries the rook as he circles about, 
And searches the elm-trees within and without. 
" Caw ! my dear mate, we've no moment to rest ; 
Caw ! we must set about building our nest ! " 

** Caw ! " cries the rook as he flaps his broad wing. 
Flying off, all his building materials to bring ; 
If they keep hard at work as the couple do now. 
They'll soon have a nest on the tall topmost bough. 

" Caw ! ^' cries the rook, sailing merrily on. 
" Caw ! " says his mate, for their work is all done ; 
The eggs are laid soft in the cosy warm nest, — 
Soon the young birds peep out 'neath the mother-rook's 
breast. 

" Caw ! " cries the rook to his restless young brood, 
As they eagerly gape all at once for their food ; 
** Patience, my dears, you've this lesson to learn — • 
That each one must wait till he 's served in his turn ! " 

" Caw ! " cries the mother, " your father and I 
Must teach all you lazy fat young ones to fly ! *' 
Then the young ones, with infinite trouble and care, 
Are instructed to make their own way through the air. 

" Caw ! " says the rook, "now our young ones are gone 
To shift for themselves, my dear mate, we alone 
Can reflect we're repaid for thus doing our best. 
And bringing them carefully up from the nest ! " 
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Then said Crosspatch to herself, " There's one 
place I have not looked into yet, and that is the 
nest of the old magpie under the thatch. Now 
I don't doubt but I shall find some pieces there.'* 
So she got the longest ladder she could borrow, 
and climbed up it as near the roof as she could, 
putting her hand in the hole in the thatch. 
Lueldly Madge was out, exploring somewhere, 
so Crosspatch fished out a bundle of scraps tied 
together with an old boot-lace, and written on 
them was the following history of — 

THE MOUSE AND HER FRIENDS. 

The old mouse was dying. She had been ailing 
for a very long time, suffering partly from the 
natural decay of old age, and partly from some 
food of an unwholesome nature that had been 
treacherously laid in her haunts. She had, on 
the whole, led a very prosperous life, and had 
brought up many young families, who now 
colonised distant spots. So, feeliag her last 
hour drawing near, she called to her side her 
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youngest daughter, the sole remaining member 
of her large tribe, who lived near her. 

" My child," she said, ** I am about to leave 
you, and it is the only trouble on my mind ; for 
you are very young, very comely, and very rich, 
and I am afraid will be an easy prey to designing 
people. Let me beg of you not to believe any 
flattery or praise, and, above all, avoid toasted 
cheese and traps ! " 

And then the old mouse tucked her head under 
her paw, and died, to the great grief of little Sleek- 
coat, her daughter. There was a grand funeral, 
and all the family came, with their distant rela- 
tives, the rats, to boot. And thus Sleekcoat 
became the heiress to a large store of com, some 
lard and tallow, and a huge lump of cheese. As 
may be supposed, her visitors and friends were 
rather plentifiiL The vain little mouse, pufied 
up with the pride of aU her new wealth, received 
them very civilly, but did not keep such an open 
house as they had expected. For her own sake, 
she hired a very respectable establishment, how- 
ever, keeping a neat blackbeetle, in handsome 
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Tnouming livery, as a page to attend at the 
door. 

The fame of her fortune having spread about, 
she did not want for wooers, who thought more 
of her purse than her person, and who extolled 
her beauty to the skies, while they kept their 
eyes in reaUty on her cheese and taUow. Fore- 
most among the train came Mr. Frog, elegantly 
attired in an opera hat ; he was introduced by a 
rat, who was a connexion of hers ; but although 
she showed them every attention and hospitality, 
and even exerted herself to sing a little ditty to 
amuse them, she did not lend a favourable ear 
to Mr. Frog's tender speeches, for she had had 
a hint that his maternal parent was averse to 
the match, and she was not partial to the notion 
of a mother-in-law. 

The Bat, with his hair parted carefiiUy in the 
most bewitching manner, next essayed his luck ; 
but Miss Sleekcoat (who was fast becoming ex- 
ceedingly proud and fastidious) told him that 
she utterly objected to his peculiar habits, and 
could not think of taking a husband who was in 
the habit of hanging himself ! 
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The next visitor caused a somewliat uncom- 
fortable sensation in the fair heiress's breast; for 
although Mr. Weasel might be very favouring 
and flattering in his manner, he bore an exceed- 
ingly bad character, and, moreover, his cold, 
sharp, white teeth, glittering whenever he 
smiled, did not impress her very much in his 
favour. So he was dismissed with very scant 
ceremony, never so much as getting a sight of 
the httle beauty. 

** My dear," remarked her intimate fiiend to 
Sleekcoat, **how is it you are so difficult to 
please ? You have had plenty of suitors ; but 
none seem to suit. I hope it is because you 
have already fixed on LongtaU, a distant con- 
nexion of your family. He is a dear little fellow, 
with the kindest brown eyes in the world ; and 
I know he would have sought you long ago, 
only he was afraid you would think he was look- 
ing after the cheese and tallow." 

*' LongtaU, indeed 1 " answered Miss Mouse, 
with a very supercilious curl of her tail ; " do you 
thiuk, with aU my charms and fortune, I am 
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going to content myself with a common mouse ? 
Don't you know that I am descended from a 
distinguished family, and that my papa, a beau- 
tiful white mouse, had pink eyes, and wore a 
gold chain round his neck, and that I inherit 
some of his personal good looks ? " 

"Well, Sleekcoat," answered her friend, " I 
only advise you for your good. You may depend 
upon it, that there is nothing like peace and 
comfort and a quiet home. People say, you 
know, my dear, that your father died in a grand 
palace made of gUded wire, with httle bells at 
every comer ; but I expect he would rather have 
ended his days in a convenient hole under the 
cupboard, with his freedom to do as he hked." 

Sleekcoat was so offended at her friend's 
homely counsel, that, after her departure, she 
warned the blackbeetle that he was to say, 
" Missis is not at home," in future, when she 
called. In fact, the little mouse's head was 
fairly turned by all the flattery and admiration 
she met with from those who, before, had either 
neglected or patronised her. She grew careless 



I 



AND THE COUNTERPANE. 165 

and idle instead of adding to the store her thrifty 
mother had left ; or, at least, preserving it as it 
was, she lived upon the best of it, feasting on 
cheese and com every day of her life, till she 
grew as sleek and glossy as a ball of satin. 
In fact, the only trouble she took was in trim- 
ming her dainty whiskers and brushing her 
sleek skin. 

" How do you do, my dear friend ? " inquired 
the little blackbeetle of the cricket one evening, 
as he paid a visit to her hole under the oven. 

^^Well, Smut; and I am glad to see you," 
replied the cricket heartily, shaking him by the 
hand. She was a very busy, active creature, 
and had a large, troublesome young family ; so 
she was obliged to bustle about, even when 
she was talking to her visitor. 

" And so, Smut, you have found a new place, 
and are a page ? Bless me ! how you have got 
up in the world. I should think you have plenty 
of work on your hands, too, in answering the 
door to Miss Mouse's friends and visitors ? '* 

'* So I have,'' answered the blackbeetle, with 
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an oppressed air, stretching out his leg to warm 
it. ** I assure you, dame, I am almost worn 
out. Miss Sleekcoat 's very kind, and I have 
plenty of the best of food, and a handsome suit 
of mourning, as you see, or I don't think I 
could stand the work. But, by-the-bye, you 
mustn't call me Smut now; I've had a new 
name given me. Miss Sleekcoat calls me Jet ! " 

** How some folks do grow fine on nothing ! " 
muttered the cricket. " Save the mark ! Why, 
that old mouse was the biggest thief that ever 
lived in a kitchen ! Now, I do help myself and 
my children to food where I find it, because I 
think it's only fair ; but she used to hoard and 
scrape every morsel she could lay paw on, and 
all for the sake of getting rich 1 " 

" If you won't tell. Dame Chirrup," said the 
blackbeetle, ^* I'll let you into a secret ; but be 
sure and be carefiil, as it might cost me my 
place ! " 

The curiosity of the cricket easily impelled 
her to promise faithfully not to reveal it ; and 
then the httle page divulged the fact, that Miss 
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Sleekcoat had a new wooer. A grand one ; who 
came at night, " secret-hke,'' all muffled up in a 
cloak, but who had a most tremendous voice 
and fiery eyes 1 

" He's a lord in disguise, at least," asserted 
the page ; "he is so grand ; and my ! what a 
fuss there is every evening just at the time of 
his visit. Such a dusting and sweeping, and a 
setting-out of all the best in the house ! And 
Miss Sleekcoat twiddles her whiskers for at 
least two hours before ; and we are all called in 
to help brush her fur and trim her tail — I mean 
her train." 

The cricket, with open mouth and ears, 
eagerly received this superb piece of gossip, 
and, directly after the blackbeetle's departure, 
confided it, imder solemn promise of secrecy, to 
eight-and-twenty of her intimate friends. So 
that the cook remarked that the crickets chirped 
as if they were mad that night ; and no wonder ! 
In the course of two evenings, every rat, mouse, 
cricket, beetle, or fly on the establishment, knew 
the news. Miss Sleekcoat's wedding-dress 
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was chosen and described, her future residence 
settled, and even the bridal party selected, with- 
out her having heard a word on the subject. 

The main fact was, however, true, and the 
mysterious stranger had indeed made a great 
impression on the foolish mind of the vain little 
mouse. His magnificent eyes, fine voice, and, 
above all, the mystery which still shrouded him, 
were an undefinable charm to her. Heedless of 
her mother's oft-repeated cautions, and blind to 
the dangers of strange acquaintance, she per- 
mitted the visits of the unknown wooer, and at 
last consented to become lawfully his, with aU 
her fortune of cheese and tallow. 

'' Fairest of satin-skinned mice 1 " chanted the 
imposing stranger ; " fattest and sleekest of the 
race of candle-nibblers ! What honours await 
you ! My palace is on the summit of a lofty 
tower, and my summer residence, covered with 
the greenest of ivy, is in a mighty tree." 

''How pleasant," simpered the foolish mouse, 
^' to be the object of so much devotion. How de- 
hghted would my poor mother have been to see 
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me elevated to a station of so mucli splendour ! 
What will the frog and the bat say when they 
gaze afar at my grand home ? and I shall wave 
my paw gracefully to them, so ; and not be un- 
becomingly proud in my high station ! '* 

'^And now, my charmer," said the mighty 
stranger, in his deepest bass tone, " you have 
scarcely yet delighted my fond eyes with the 
fiill splendour of your charms I am not used 
to such small houses ; in fact, you see as it is, I 
can only get my head into your tiny abode. The 
moon is shining brightly ; pray step out of your 
house, and delight your humble servant with 
your graceful movements." 

The siUy little mouse suffered her vanity to 
overcome her prudence, and she tripped daintily 
out into the bright moon-rays. The blackbeetle 
page, curious to see the meeting of the pair, 
crept quietly out after her, and was just in time 
to see an awful claw descend on his unfortunate 
mistress, and to see the mysterious stranger, 
with a rush of his huge wings, soar into the 
black shadows far off, shouting his dreadful cry 
of triumph — " Tu whit, to whoo ! " 
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On the inquiry which took place, he was the 
sole witness of the tragical fate of the heiress ; 
when, according to mouse-law, the cheese and 
tallow were divided among her relations, and, 
handsome legacies having been paid to her ser- 
vants, a new family took possession of her 
house. And so this was the end of Sleekcoat 
and her wooers ! 

Then Crosspatch put her hand in the magpie's 
nest again, and drew out a bit of pretty delicate 
pink note-paper, that the thievish magpie had 
picked up somewhere on her prowls. Perhaps 
in the lovely flower garden at the Grove— for 
the young ladies there were very fond of flowers 
and the butterflies, moths, and other winged 
lovers that hover round them, and these might 
be some of their sentiments, written in a poetical 
fashion ! 

GOLDEN WINGS. 

Golden wings ! golden wings ! 
Come and tell me many things, 
Spread your pinions, soar and fly 
Far in yonder sunlit sky ! 



AND THE COUNTEBPANB. 171 

Where tender hues of rose and dun 
Are softly blended into one, 
Soar and fly, — far and high 
In yon gleaming sunset sky ! 

Golden wings I golden wings I 
Is yon the Land of sunny springs ? 
Do rainbow fountains steal their dyes. 
Whence all those fleecy cloudlets rise ? 
And has the golden sunlight kiss'd. 
To gilded cobwebs yonder mist ? 
Soar and fly — far and high 
To search the secrets of the sky. 

Golden wings I golden wings I 
Is it dew-pearl'd mom that brings 
From yonder realms such hues to throw, 
On each enamelled cup below ? 
Thence does each rose in brave array. 
Borrow her flush at break of day ? 
Soar and fly— far and high. 
And search the secrets of the sky I 

Golden wings I golden wings ! 
Is it yon bright sun that flmgs 
On mere didl day its golden Ught, 
To wake to life all jewels bright P 
Kindles the diamond's flashing spark, 
And fiery ruby in the dark P 
That tints the sapphire's calm deep eye. 
With kindred azure fipom the sky ? 
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Golden wings ! golden wings ! 
Was the lovely nv, that swings 
On this loose trail of blossom, nursed 
Among those rainbow clouds at first, 
Until his downy plumes were taught 
To wear the glorious hues they caught 
So far and high — they shine and vie 
With kindred light in yonder sky? 

Golden wings ! golden wings ! 
One moment near my casement clings. 
Sips the bright dew-drop as it lies 
Upon a rose ; then to the skies 
Turns his bright eye and crested head. 
His dainty gauze-Kke winglets spread, — 
Then doth he fly, so far and high, 
I lose the speck in yon blue sky ! 

One morning when Crosspatch went to light 
a fire under her oven to bake some bread, she 
found this little story in verse, carefully tucked 
away behind a loose brick, where no doubt the 
relations of the deceased had placed it as a sort 
of monument or record of their sad fate. For 
everybody that is clever enough to say " Bo ! " 
to a goose, knows that in those wise days of 
'* once upon a time," when any- distinguished 
character died, his friends did not pop a great 
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block of carved stone over him ! no ! they 
knew better than that, for rain, snow, wind and 
weather will wear away any stone in time. 
So instead of a crumbling monument, they 
wrote a song about the departed, or related his 
story, and that was very lasting indeed, so much 
so, that, even now, Cinderella, Puss in Boots, 
and Jack the Giant Killer are quite well-known 
to every child. And you know they lived and 
flourished so very long ago, that this is won- 
derful fame indeed 1 " 

THE CEICKET'S HOUSE-WAEMINGI 

The fat little Cricket had married the Mouse, 

And close near the oven they built a snug house, 

They made it jis cosy, as cosy could be, 

And then said the Cricket, " We 11 ask, dear, to tea 

All our friends and relations, — I hope they will come 

To a merry house-warming and see oar new home.'* 

So they sent off the Bluebottle-fly to invite 

Their neighbours and Mends for that very same night. 

He first took a card to the little Field-mouse, 
But she was so busy preparing her house 
For her pretty new babies, she said, " Don't ask me, 
For I have no time to go out drinking tea ! '* 
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Then he tapped at the hive ; but the busy Bee said, 
" I work hard all the day and go early to bed, 
I am out with the first rosy streak in the sky, 
And, quite tired out, home at sunset I fly ! " 

Then the Bluebottle called on the greedy old Snail, 
But the early green peas were just in, — " I can't fail. 
While the pods are so young, to keep near them," said he, 
" So pray teU Mrs. Cricket I can't come to tea ! " 
The Wasp had a card ; but the Bluebottle-fly 
Was delighted to take his declining reply. 
For his temper was spiteful, his sting was severe. 
And he was not a neighbour one car^ to live near. 

Then the messenger went where the Butterfly lay 
On the leaf of a rose but she fluttered away. 
Declaring politely she never could dare 
To go into a house this warm weather ; — for air 
Was prescribed for her health ; so, although very loth 
To refuse her dear friend, she felt sure Dr. Moth 
Would pronounce it most highly imprudent at least, 
But she sent her best wishes to honour the feast. 



Then the Bluebottle flew on again on his way. 
To where midst green rushes, a little pool lay ; 
He asked Mrs. Frog and her merry young brood. 
But though grieved to refuse, she declared, to intrude 
Such an army of tadpoles in long clothes to tea, 
A most foolish and tiresome proceeding would be ! 
Besides how to convey them, was hopeless alone. 
For their tails were not off*, and their legs were not on. 
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Then the Bluebottle-fly buzz'd in sorrow, " Dear, me ! 

I 'm afraid they wont get any neighbour to tea/' 

The Spider was busily weaving her net, 

" I Ve not had a morsel to eat even yet. 

So I can't stop to talk ; but present my regard, 

And tell Mrs. Cricket, I feel it is hard . 

To refuse her. I can't leave my work for a minute. 

While my larder has not a fly's leg or wing in it ! " 

Then away to the Lady-bird, Bluebottle flew ; 

But she scarce paused to listen the message unto ; 

For some one proclaimed that her house was a-blaze, 

And her little ones burning, — in grief and amaze 

Away went the red-coated mother to see ; 

So 't was no use to hope she would come back to tea. 

The Beetle was busy, and so was the Fly, 

Indeed all seemed engaged, and 't was no use to try. 

So buzzing out loudly his huge discontent. 
At his mission in vain, back the Bluebottle went ; 
He found the gay Cricket arranging her wings, 
And smoothing her legs, and such other neat things ; 
While the Mouse brush'd his fur, trimm'd his whiskers 

and tail, 
And prepared to receive all his friends, and regale 
On all the best fare they could find in the house. 
Said the Cricket, " Come in ! " " Welcome back," cried 

the Mouse. 

" Alas, my dear friends, it quite grieves me to toll. 

What little success to my message befell ; 

For all seem too busy, too hungry, too shy. 

Or too frighten'd to come/' said the Blucbottlo-fly. 
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" Or perhaps the real reason Is this — they *re too idle," 
The smart little Cricket replied with a bridle. 
As she daintily spoke, *^ or too grand they may be. 
In such a small cottage to come and take tea.'' 

" Never mind them, my dear," said the good-temper'd 

Mouse, 
After all, we don't want them in our little house ; 
Here 's our friend the Bluebottle, with you, dear, and 

me, 
'Tis surely enough for a house-warming tea ! " 
Then, like sensible folks, they sat down to the feast, 
So neatly laid out for a dozen at least. 
By their buzzing and chirping, so merry and hearty, 
You might have supposed all had come to the party. 

But fate, in the shape of their terrible foe. 

The Cat, to the banquet, came slyly and slow. 

She pounced on the mouse, and reserved him a treat. 

At leisure to pick — then proceeded to eat. 

The poor widow'd Cricket, then snapp'd up the fly, 

As he buzzed in great terror and agony by. 

So this was the pitiful end as you see. 

Of the house-warming party that sat down to tea ! 

Now when Crosspatch tamed out her hoard, 
there was a nutmeg-grater among the rest. 
"Well, old Easperl" she said "I don't suppose 
you can help me ; but I'll unscrew you, and see 
at any rate, for fear of losing a chance/* So 



I 
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she took off the top of the grater, which came 
off with a fiightful squeak, that made the gobUn 
wink his eyes in his sleep. And inside screwed 
up very tightly, was a roll of paper, which con- 
tained the following : — 

THE FAIRY SHALLOP. 

A LITTLE boat went sailing 

Upon the silver sea, 
The Summer breezes bore it on, 

As gaily as could be. 

Its sail was a pink, pink rose-leaf. 

Its ropes did the spider spin, 
'Twas built of a purple mussel-shell. 

All lined with pearl within. 

And oh! it saiPd on softly. 

And gaily as might be. 
With its azure pennon flowing, 

Upon the silver sea. 

The Uttle waves press'd round it. 

And bore it far away. 
To the purple palm-fringed islands. 

Beyond the twihght grey. 

The ripples that sparkled round it. 

Gleamed as each bubble brake, 
And white as snow behind it. 

Lay the long and glitt'ring wake. 

N 
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Up and down on the billow, 

Over, and through the foam. 
Away went my little vessel. 

Like a young bird, to its home. 

The last glimpse that I had of it, 

Was a sunny gleam that lay 
On my tiny boat, in the twilight dim 

That silently floated away. 

And until it sails into harbour, 

I sit on the golden sands. 
To see my boat coming back again. 

From the far-off fairy lands. 

One morning Crosspatch went to cook her 
breakfast, a nice rasher of streaky bacon. 

But there was a scrap of paper folded round 
the rashers, so she said " That may be some 
use for my counterpane ! " And on the greasy 
sheet of paper she read — 

GRIZZLE THE PIG. 

The old sow led a very comfortable life of 
it in Farmer Hodge's yard. She lived in a 
capacious and well-planned sty, big enough to 
hold the largest family of " piglings " she was 
ever likely to have. She was always pro- 
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vided with all the clean straw she could possibly 
require, and she lived on the fat of the land. 
She was one of those placid, comfortable 
creatures, who take everything easily. 

If anything unpleasant occurred in her own 
family, why she first grunted over it, and then let 
it go by. If her plump little babies were carried 
off prematurely to be roasted, and served up 
with currant sauce, she screamed loudly and 
sadly for an hour or two afterwards, and 
then subsided into her usual state of repose. 
For she consoled herself with the reflection that 
it was, after all, the natural end of pig-life, and 
might as well come sooner as later. 

So with several families of young pigs, she 
had gone through her share of the world in a 
very satisfactory manner. But, in order to show 
her that she was not exempt from the ordinary 
troubles of life altogether, she had at last her 
appointed share all at once, in the shape of her 
youngest and last child. Of all the disagreeable 
little mortals that ever put his foot in a trough, 
Master Grizzle was the very worst. He was an 
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Ugly little animal too, partaking somewhat more 
of the appearance of a greyhound, than he 
should have done. For he had a high back, 
small head, very long thin legs, and was utterly 
lean withal. He generally managed to secure 
the biggest share of the morning meal of beans, 
and always stood in the middle of the trough 
when it was fresh filled, thereby getting the 
best chance of the daintiest morsels. In fact 
he was always eating, and shrieking for more, 
and yet he looked so miserably lanky and thin, 
that Roger, the serving-man often tossed him 
an extra bucketful, on the score of his bad 
looks. So Grizzle fared sumptuously^ although 
he did not '* praise his housekeeping," as coun- 
try folks say, by looking well on it. 

But I don't think his greediness even, un- 
pleasant as it was, would have earned him 
everybody's dislike, so much as the other fault 
he had of tale-bearing. He was such a little 
mean sinner too 1 for he was not at all averse to 
mischief or plunder himself; indeed far from 
that, he joined in a fray or a foray with all his 
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might. But the moment there was the least 
chance of detection, off he went to carry the 
news, and save his own share of the punish- 
ment. And so he was hated from one end of 
the farm-yard to the other. Indeed, all its other 
inhabitants soon had a neat little sarcastic 
rhyme about him, with which they saluted him 
whenever he made his appearance. The dog 
would yelp it out after him from his kennel, the 
cocks and hens screamed it from the barn door, 
the pigeons cooed it from the dove cot, and the 
cat mewed it spitefully from the top of the gate, 
nay, even the little new calf kicked up her heels 
and " mooed " it in his face through the rails. 
And the pretty little rhyme was this — 

" Tell-tale tit ! your tongue shall be slit ! 

And everyone in the yard shall have a Uttle bit ! " 

Of course Grizzle did not like it — nobody 
does like to have his misdeeds twitted after 
him, however richly he may deserve it. And 
he had earned all the hatred very emphatically. 
He did not object, as I said before, to a share 
of the pickings, but after he had satisfied him- 
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self, he invariably turned on his companions: 
He would sneak into the bam and help himself 
to all he cared for, and then, making sure that 
the poor pigeons were there gleaning a few 
stray grains, he began shrieking and grunting, 
as he ran out of the door, and of course, the 
pigeons were hunted out speedily, and the great 
doors shut. Then he caught Mrs. Pussy in the 
act of drinking out of the milk-pail, that was 
carelessly left at the kitchen door, and after he 
had shared her theft, till he could reach no 
deeper, he set up such a noise, that Susan came 
out, and catching the cat in the fact, thumped 
her well with the brush-handle. So that Pussy 
also bore a deep grudge against the pig for 
telling tales. As for Old Surly, the dog, he had 
permitted Grizzle to partake of a half-pound of 
butter, which he (Surly) had purloined from 
the larder, but Grizzle gobbled over it so 
greedily, that Surly was obliged to defend his 
own. Whereupon the mean pig raised such a 
chorus of shrieks, that Roger came and con- 
victed Surly with the last greasy morsel on his 
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whiskers, as he angrily growled defiance at his 
companion, the pig, who was innocently grub- 
bing with a very black nose just by. " 1 11 be 
quits with you yet, Master Grizzle," snarled 
Surly, as he sulkily sneaked into his kennel with 
his tail between his legs, still smarting from the 
severe drubbing he had received from Roger. 

" You contemptible little being ! " said the 
old Cow, looking scomftilly down at him with 
her great calm eyes, *' I should be ashamed to 
profit by other folks, and tell tales of them 
afterwards. However, one comfort is, that you 
will certainly get your reward some day ! " 

*' To be sure he wiU," said Henny, who was 
trotting about with her young brood, *' don't 
you know that the butcher is coming soon ? " 

" Ha, ha ! " grinned old Surly, as he basked 
in the sun before his kennel, " Ha, ha ! Yes, 
sausage-time is coming ! Who '11 feast then ? " 

" The worst of it is," remarked Pussy malici- 
ously, as she strolled by, " that you' U hardly pay 
for killing 1 You '11 make terribly lean pork, and 
no one will get much bacon out of you ! " 
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** I '11 tell my mother ! " whimpered Grizzle 
" I *11 go and tell her how you all treat me, and 
I know she won't have me insulted. Boo-oo-oo ! " 

And off he scampered, roaring lustily, but 
his mother did not happen to be in her 
generally placid mood that day, for she had 
caught cold, and was somewhat rheumatic. So 
Piggy got no redress for his troubles, nor pity 
either ; however, he did not seem to care much, 
for he went on in the same mean pitiful manner, 
telling tales of everybody, and getting everyone 
into scrapes as much as he could. He was 
obliged to be as deaf as possible, for whenever 
he put his nose outside the sty, some one was 
sure to begin — 

" ToU-talo-tit ! your tongue shall be slit, 
And everybody in the yard shall have a little bit ! " 

Then it was caught up, and echoed by all 
within hearing. At last, to the great delight of 
the population of the yard, the butcher did 
come, and when Grizzle caught a glimpse of his 
blue apron, whisking into the kitchen door, and 
saw Roger carry out a great bucket of hot 
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water, he knew his fate was sealed. Vainly did 
he hide himself in the straw, and when they 
came for him, make a bolt between Roger's legs, 
upsetting hira in the mud. He only provoked 
them, though he succeeded in rushing into the 
yard. But no one would hide him or help him. 
The hens clucked like mad, when he ran into 
the hen-house; the cat mewed fearfully as she 
sat over the gate, so he could not get out there. 
He tried to get behind the water-butts, but old 
Surly hunted him out with great glee. The 
butcher in blue, and Eoger, only heard the 
usual noises of the farm-yard, but to the 
wretched G-rizzle the animal conversation was 
clear enough, and the burden of the old song, 
rang in his ears for the last time, as he lay squeak- 
ing piteously under the hands of the butcher. 

And the prophecy met with a Uteral fulfilment, 
for after the pig was killed and cut up, his 
tongue was hung up to drain in the larder 
window. There it was espied by the cat, who 
made a bold spring, and bore it off in triumph. 
• Pussy carried her trophy to the yard, for 
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once generously dividing the spoil with all hei 
neighbours. The cocks and hens came flocking 
in, and the pigeons fluttered down to see what 
was doing, while Pussy, assisted by Surly, gave 
a morsel to each. The old Sow was curled up 
in her straw, little dreaming how the conclave at 
the bam door, over the remnants of the once 
mischievous tongue, that was now powerless to 
do any more harm ( for it was really slit) were 
crowing, cackUng, mewing, cooing and growling 
the old famiUar rhyme — with the addition — 

" And everyone in the yard did have a bit ! 
So this was the end of Tell-tale-Tit ! " 

THE LAST PATCH. 

Now you see by this time, Crosspatch had 
collected a famous quantity of pieces ; but when 
she came to look them over, she found they were 
not quite enough to make her counterpane with, 
and so as she had exhausted almost every other 
source, she was obUged to ask the trees to help 
her. And they took pity upon her, and were 
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really quite generous with their leaves. The 
sycamore and vine lent her some graeefiil 
shapes; and the fig and holly gave her some 
glossy bits, that contrasted well with them ; and 
Autumn very kindly dyed some on purpose for 
her, so she had crimson, purple, tawny yellow, 
bright gold, and plenty of brown and russet. 

But the naughty village boys seeing the old 
woman, bent and withered with age, and bat- 
tered by wind and storm, still busied, collecting 
in the hedges the pretty red bramble and the 
dark purple briony leaves, used to call out — 

" Crofispatch, lift the latch, 
Sit by the fire and spin ; 
Take a cup, and drink it np. 
And call your neighbours in ! ** 

But Crosspatch never troubled herself to 
listen to them, for she was an older and wiser 
woman than she used to be. She had wanted 
help, and had been obliged to bridle her old 
bitter tongue to obtain it, till civil speaking 
became almost a habit with her. 

Moreover she was busy now, gathering the 
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down of the thistle, to line her quilt wit 
besides borrowing the spikes of the thom-bu 
and begging the threads of the spider for need 
and cotton to put it together with, to get 
finished before the goblin woke. 

But the elvish guest is asleep still, thoug 
this all happened ever so long ago, in the '* onot 
upon a time " days. Perhaps Sleepyhead's dose 
of poppy syrup was rather a large one, and he 
had not been used to sleeping draughts. 

In the Autumn, when the winds are sighing 
sadly through the shivering branches, and the 
leaves are dropping fast in piles of gold 
and russet, whUe the hedges are decked here 
and there with crimson and purple ; if you meet 
an old bent woman collecting these bright 
coloured relics of Summer, you may know it is 
Crosspatch, selecting the prettiest coloured 
patches for her quilt, and thinking she hears, 
through the dreary sound of the wind, the 
terrible goblin striding after her and demanding 
his warm counterpane. 

FINIS. 
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Navy during the reign of Her Majesty Queen Victoria. By W. H. G. 
KiHGSTON. With Frontispiece. Fcap. 8vo. price 3s. cloth; 
38. G(L gilt edges. 

" These volmnes abundantly prove that both our officers and men faithe Army and Kavy, 
have been found as ready as ever to dare^ and to do as was dared and done of yore, when 
led by a Nelson or a Wellington." 



NEW AND INTCRCSTING WORKS 



I 



The Loves of Tom Tucker and Little Bo-Peei 

Written and Illastnted hj Thoicas Hood. Quarto^ price i 
coloored plates. 
* fvlL of ftiB and of 0ood tnnofnaf bmnoiir. Themnitratlons arc exoeUent**— nc 

Scenes and Stories of the Rhine. 

By M. Dktdam Edwabds, author of " Holidajs among the Ho 
tains,** etc. With ninftrationfl by F. W. Keti*. Super Royal 16i 
price 3s, 6d. cloth; 4«. 6i. Coloured, gilt edges. 
** FaU of •musing Idddentf , good itoriet» and sprightly pictures." — The JHmU 

Holidays Among the Mountains ; 

Or, Scenes and Stories o( Wales. By M. Beth am Edwakds. Bins- 
trat^ bv F. J. Skill. Snper royal 16mo.; price 3s. 6d, cloth; it. 6^ 

coloured, gilt edges. 

Nursery Fun ; 

Or, tlie Little Folks' Fictnre Book. The Blnstratioos by C. B. 
Bennett. Qaarto, price 2«. 6(/. coloured plates. 
*' Will be greeted with ihonts of Unghter in anj narser7.''^7%« Criiic, 

Play-Room Stories; 

Or, IIow to make Feacc. By Gboroiana M. Cbair. With Illns- 
trations by C. Green. Super Royal 16mo. price 3s. 6{L cloth; 44. 6</. 
coloured, gilt edges. 

**ThIs Book will comewitli 'peace* upon its wings hito many a crowded plajroom." 

— Art Journal. 

Fickle Flora, 

and her Sea Side Friends. By Emma Dayenfort, author of "Live 
Toys," etc. With Illustrations bv J. Absolon. Super Koyal 1 6mo. 
price 3«. Cd, cloth ; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

Live Toys; 

Or, Anecdotes of our Fonr-lcggcd and other Fets. By Emma Datejj- 
PORT. With Illustrations by Harrison Weir. Second Edition. 
Super Royal 16mo. price 2s. Gd. cloth; Ss. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

* One of the best kind of books for yonthful reading. "~(?uar(f ton. 

The Faithful Hound. 

A Story in Verse, founded on fact. By Lady Thomas. With lUus- 
trutions by H. Weir. Imperial 16mo, price 2«. 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d. 
coloured, gilt ed>>;es. 



DEDICATED BY PERMISSION TO ALFRED TENNYSON. 

The Story of King Arthur, 

and his Knights of the Bound Table. With Six Beautiful 'Illustra- 
tions, by G. H. Thobias. Post 8vo. price 7^. cloth; 9«. coloured, 
gilt edges. 

"Heartily glad are we to welcome the glorious old tale in its present shape/*— (7e»<2t- 
tnan*$ Magazine, 

ALFRED ELWES' BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
With Illustrations, Fcap. 8vo. price 5<. each cloth; 55. %d. gilt edges. 

Luke Ashleigh; 

Or, School life in Holland. Illustrated bj G. Do Maurier. 
" The author's best book, by a writer whose popularity with boys is great.**— if Men^eum. 

Guy Rivers ; 

Or, a Boy's Struggles in the Great World. Illustrutions by H. 
Anelat. 

**Mr. Elwes sustains his reputation. The moral tone is excellent, and boys will derire 
from it both pleasure and ^xofiX.**— Athenaeum. 

Ralph Seabrooke; 

Or, The Adventures of a Young Artist in Piedmont and Tuscany. 
Illustrated by Dudley. 

Frank and Andrea ; 

Or Forest Life in the Island of Sardinia. Illustrated by Dudley. 
** The descriptions of Sardinian life and scenery are admirable."— if lAtf>kvu<n. 

Paul Blake ; 

Or, the Story of a Boy's Perils in the Islands of Ck>rsica and Monte 
Cristo. Illustrated by H. Anelat. 

** This spirited and engi^g story will lead our young friends to a Tery intimate 
acquaintance with the island of Corsica.**— Jrt JbumoL 



CAPTAIN MARRYATS DAUGHTER. 

Harry at School ; 

By Emilia Mabbtat. With Illustrations by Absolon. Super 
Hoyal 16mo. price 2». ^d. cloth; 3«. 6(/. coloured, gilt edges. 
" Beally good, and fitted to delight little ^ioj%:*— Spectator. 

Long Evenings; 

Or, stories for My Little Friends, by Emilia Mabbtat. Illustrated by 
Absolok. Second Bdition. Price 2*. 6«/. cloth; 3«. 6rf. coloured, gilt 
edges. 

"Let Papas and Ifammas, making choice of ChxVatiiAa QM(.^^iwX&^«^Vsa*^Jbakl?* 
JttAauntm. 



k. 



8 NEW AND INTCRESTINC WORKS 



THOMAS HOOD'S DAUGHTER. 

My Grandmother's Budget 

of Stories and Verses. By Francks Fkbelino Bbodbbip. Illustrated i 
hy her brother, Thomas Hood. Price 3«. 6</. cloth; 4«. 6d. coloured, 
gilt edges. 

** Some of the moit charming little Inrentioiis that orer adorned the department of 
Uteratore/'— ///iu(ra/«d Times. 

Tiny Tadpole; 

And other Tales. By Frances Frbelino Brodebip, daughter of the 
late Thomas Hood. With Illustrations by her BBoraBB. Snper- 
lioyal l6mo. price 3s. Gd, cloth; 4«. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

** A remarkable book, by the brother and rister of a taxaily in which genius and f ui are 
Inherited.**— £Murc(ay Review, 

Funny Fables for Little Folks. 

By Frahces Freelino Broderip. Illustrated by her Brother. 
Super lioyal 16mo. price 28, 6d, cloth; 3«. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

" The Fablea contain tlie happiest mingling of tan, fancy, humour, and Instmction.''— 
Art Journal, 



Jack Frost and Betty Snow ; 

With other Tales for Wintry Nights and Rainy Days. lUustrated by 
II. Weir. 2». 6rf. cloth; 3j. 6<f. coloured, gilt edges. 

" The dedication of these pretty talcs, prove by whom they are written ; they are inde- 
libly stamped with that natural and gracefuJ method of amusing while instmcunir which 
only persons of genius possess."— if W Journal, ^* 

WILLIAM DALTON'S BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
With Illustrations; Fcap. 8vo. price 5s. each cloth; 5s. ed, gilt edges. 

Lost in Ceylon ; 

The Story of a Boy and GirPs Adventures in the Woods and Wilds 
of the Lion King of Kandy. Illustrated by Weir. 

" Clever, exciting and full of true descriptions of the creatures and sights in that 
noble island."— li/crary Qazette. 

The White Elephant ; 

Or the Hunters of Ara, and the King of the Golden Foot. lUnstrated 
by Weir. 
** Full of dash, nerve and spirit, and withal freshness.*'— Lt^'ary Gazette. 

The War Tiger; 

Or, The Adventures and Wonderful Fortunes of the Young Sea-Chief 
and his Lad Chow. Illustrated by H. S. Melville. 

*' A tale of lively adventure vigorously told, and embodying much curious Infonnation.** 
Ilftutrated JSews, 



PUBLISHED BY GRIFFITH AND FARRAN. 



LANDELLS* INSTRUCTIVE AND AMUSING WORKS. 

The Boy's own Toy Maker. 

A Practical Illastrated Guide to the useful employment of Leisure 
Hours. By E. Landells. With Two Hundred Cuts. Sixth Edi- 
tion. Royal 16mo, price 2s. 6d., cloth. 

" A new and valaable form of endless amusement.**— ^<moon/&rmt«f. 

" We recommend it to ail who have children to be Instructed and amused.**— fconomiM. 

The Girl's Own Toy Maker, 

And Book of Recreation. By E. and A. Landblls. Third Edition. 
With 200 Illustrations. Royal 16mo. price 2^. 6d. cloth. 
** A perfect magazine of information.*' — Illustrated Netos of the World. 

Home Pastime ; 

Or, The Child's Own Toy Maker. With practical instructions. By 
R Lamdells. New and Cheaper Edition, price Ss, 6d. complete, with 
the Cards, and Descriptive Letterpress. 

*#♦ By this novel and ingenious "Pastime," Twelve beautiful Models can 

be made by Children from the Cards, by attending to the Plain and Simple 

Instructions in the Book. 

** As a delightftil exercise of ingenuity, and a most sensible mode of passing a winter's 
evening, we commend the Child's own Toy Maker.'*— lUuttraled News. 

** Should be in every house blessed with the presence of children.**— TAe Field. 

The Illustrated Paper Model Maker; 

Containing Twelve Pictorial Subjects, with Descriptive Letter-press 
and Diagrams for the construction of the Models. By E. Lak dells. 
Price 28, in a neat Envelope. 

** A most excellent mode of educating both eye and hand in the knowledge of form.*'— 
English Churdunan. 



THE LATE THOMAS HOOD. 

Fairy Land; 

Or, Recreation for the Rising Generation, in Prose and Verse. By 
Thomas and Jane Hood. Illustrated by T. Hood, Jan. Super 
royal 16mo; price 3«. 6r/ cloth; 4«. 6d, coloured gilt edges. 

** These tales are charming. Dcfore it goes into the Nursery, we recommend all grown 
up people should study * Fairy Lani'— Blackwood.' " 

The Headlong Career and Woful Ending of Preco- 
cious PIGGY. Written for his Children, by the late Thomas Hood. 
With a Preface by his Daughter; and Illustrated by his Son. Third 
Edition. Post 4to, fancy boards, price 23. 6d,y coloured. 

** The JUvMtnUooB are intensely htmuraroaft.**— The Critic. 



10 mw AND NmncmNG woidcs 

BY THE AUTHOR OF '* TRIUMPHS OF STEAM,** ETC. 

Meadow Lea; 

Or, the Gipsy Children; a Story founded on fact. By the Anthor of 
•• The Triumpha of Steam,** ** Our Eastern Empire," etc. With Illnstra- 
tioDi by JouM GiLBEUT. Fcap. 8vo. price 4s, 6d, cloth; 5s, giu edges. 

The Triumphs of Steam ; 

Or, Stories from the lives of Watt, Arkvmght, and Stephenson. With 
Illustrations by J. Gilbert. Dedicated by permission to Boben 
Stephenson, Esq., M.F. Second edition. Royal l6mo, price 3$. 6d. 
cloth; 4m. 6(L, coloured, gilt edges. 
** A most delidons Toluroe of examplM.^—if rl Journal, 

Our Eastern Empire; 

Or, Stories from the History of British India. Second Edition, with 

Continuation to the Proclamation of Queen Victoria. With Four 

Ulustrations. Royal l6mo. cloth 3j. 6d,; 48, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

** These stories are charming, and convey a general view of the progress of our Empire In 
the £aht. The tales arc told with admiiabie clearness."— ilMffn«»m. 

Might not Right; 

Or, Stories of the Discovery and Conquest of America. Illus- 
trated by J. Gilbert. Royal 16mo. price 3s, 6d. cloth; 4s, 6d, 
coloured, gilt edges. 

" With the fortunes of Colambos, Cortes, and Pizarro, for the staple of these stories, the 
writer tias succeeded in producing a very interesting volumc'^—IUugertUed yews, 

Tuppy ; 

Or the Autobiography of a Donkey. By the Author of " The Triumphs 
of Steam," etc., etc. Illustrated by Harrison Weir. Super Royal 
16mo. price 2«. 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

** A very intelligent donkey, worthy of the distinction conferred upon him bj the artist.** 

— Art Journal. „__^___ 

1. The History of a Quartern Loaf. 

in Rhymes and Pictures. By William Newman. 12 Illu-trations. 
Price 6d. plain, 1«. coloured. 28. 6d. on linen, and bound in cloth. 

Uniform in size and price, 

2. Tlie History of a Cup of Tea. 

3. The History of a Scuttle of Coals. 

4. The History of a Lump of Sugar. 

5. The History of a Bale of Cotton. 

6. The History of a Golden Sovereign. 

%♦ Nos. 1 to 3 and 4 to G, may be had bound in Two Volumes. Cloth, 
price 2s. each, plain ; 3«. 6d. coloured. 
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Distant Homes; 

Or, the Graham Family in New Zealand. Bj Mrs. L E. Atlmbs. 
With Illastrations by J. Jackson. Super Royal 16mo. price 35. 6d, 
cloth; 48, Gd, coloured, gilt edges. 

" Englisb children will be delighted with the history of the Graham Famnj, and he 
enabled to form pleasant and trathAil conceptions of the * Distant Htunes* inhabited by 
their kindred."^^<A«mmm. 

Neptune's Heroes : or The Sea Kings of England;' 

fh)m Hawkins to Franklin. By W. H. Davenport Adams. Blustrated 
by Morgan. Fcap. Svo; price 5«. cloth; 5;. 6(f. gilt edges. 

*' We trust Old England may ever have writers as ready and able to interpret to her 
children the noble lires of her greatest mtsi,**^'AthencBum, 

Hand Shadows, 

To be thrown upon the Wall. By Henry Bursill. First and Second 
Series each containing Eighteen Original Designs. 4to price 2<. each 
plain; 2«. 6<f. coloured. 
** Uncommonly clever— some wonderfiil effects are produced.'*— 7%^ Preu, 



WORKS FOR DISTRIBUTION. 

A Woman's Secret; 

Or How to Make Home Happy. 26th Thousand. 18mo. price 6d. 
"By the same Author, uniform in size and price, 

Woman's Work ; or, How she can Help the Sick. 

15th Thousand. 

A Chapter of Accidents ; 

Or, the Mother's Assistant in cases of Bums, Scalds, Cuts, &c. 7th 
Thousand. 

Pay To-day, Trust To-morrow; 

A Story illustratiye of the Evik of the Tally System. 6th Thousand. 

Nursery Work; 

Or Hannah Baker's First Place. 4th Thousand. 

Family Prayers for Cottage Homes; 

Widi a Few Words en Prayer, and Select Scripture Passages. "FcMp. 
Svo. price 4d, limp cloth. 

%• Tbeee Bttto wotk» are •dadnAAj id«|(tod tor <3aedMd&aa 

cJmases, 



¥emp. 
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12 NEW AND INTERC8TINQ WORKS 

W* H' a KINGSTON'S BOOKS FOR BOYS- 
With ninttrmtionf. Fcftp. 8yo. price 5«. eacb, cloth; fi«. 6dL gilt » 

True Blue ; 

Or, the Life and Ad? entnres ot a British Seaman of the Old St 



** There ti about all Mr. Kiugstou's talea a ipirit of hopefulneas, honesty, and c 
mod principle, whicb makea them most wholesome, as well aa moat Interestiag readin 

Will Weatherhelra ; 

Or, the Yam of an Old Sailor ahoat hii Early Life and Adyentoxv 

! ** We tried the story on an audience of boys, who one and all declared it to be capital 
I ^-Athenttwn, 

Fred Markham in Russia ; 

Or, the BojT Travellers in the Land of the Czar. 

*' Moet admirably does this book unite a capital narraUTC, with the commnnieatSon el 
raluabls information respecting Rusria.**— A'cntcofi/bnnM. 

Saltwater; 

Or Neil D*Aix^i Sea Life and Adventures. With Eight IHnstrations. 

** With the exception of Capt. Marryat, we know of no English author who will compare 
with Mr. Kingston as a writer of books of nautical adrenture.*^— i/liM/inaferf Nema. 

Manco, the Peruvian Chief; 

With Illustrations bj Carl Schmolzb. 

** A capital book ; the story being one of much interest, and presenting a good account 
of the history and institutions, the customs and manners, of the country.*'— Xtfterary GoMtttt, 

Mark Seaworth; 

A Tale of the Indian Ocean. By the Author of " Peter the Whaler,'* 
etc. With Illustrations by J. Absolon. Second Edition. 

** No more interesting, nor more safe t>ook, can be pnt into t)io hands of youth ; and 
to boys especially, * Mark Seaworth' will be a treasure of delight."— Ar< JinumoL 

Peter the Whaler ; 

His early Life and Adventures in the Arctic Hcgions. Third Edition. 
Illustrations by E. Duncan. 

"A better present for a boy of an active turn of mind could not be found. The tone of 
the book is nisnly, healthful, and vigorous."— Wukty News, 



**A book which the old may, but which the young must, read when they have once 
begun it.*' — Athtnceum. 
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Old Nurse's Book of Rhjnnes, Jingles, and Ditties. 

Illastrated by C. H. Bennett. With Ninety Engravings. NCvV 
Edition. Ecap. 4to., price 3s. 6dL cloth, plain, or 6a. coloured. 

" The illustrations are all so replete with fun and im^nation, that we scarcely know 
who will be most pleased with the book, the good-natured grandfather who gives it, or the 
chubby grandcliild who gets it, for a Christmas- Box."— ^o/e« and Queries. 

Home Amusements. 

A Choice Collection of Riddles, Charades, Conundrums, Parlour 
Games, and Forfeits. By Peter Pdzzlewell, Esq., of Rebus Hall. 
New Edition, with Frontispiece by Puiz. 16mo, 2s. Gd. cloth. 

Clara Hope; 

Or, the Blade and the Ear. By Miss Milner. With Frontispiece 

by Birket Foster. Fcap. 8vo. price 3«. QcL cloth; 4«. Qd. cloth elegant, 

gilt edges. 

"A beautiful narrative, showing how bad habits may be eradicated, and evil tempers 
subdued." — British Mother's Journal, 



r 



The Adventures and Experiences of Biddy Dork- 

ING and of the FAT FROG. Edited by Mrs. S. C. Hall. Illustrated 
by H. Weir. 2s. 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
•• Most amusingly and wittily told."*— Morning Herald. 



The Story of Jack and the Giants : 

With thirty-five Hlustrations by Richard Dotlb. Beautifully printed. 
New and Cheaper Edition. Fcap. 4to. price 2*. 6d, cloth; 38. 6d, 
coloured, extra cloth, gilt edges, 

** In Doyle's drawings we have wonderful conceptions, which will secure t'le book a 
place amongst the treasures of collectors, as well as excite the imai^Lna.tl<QiQaQl ^ \Sk4x«cw:'' 
^llhjutrated Times. 



f^: 



i 



Historical Acting Charades ; 

Or, Amusements for Winter Evenings, by the author of " Cat and 
])og," etc. New Edition. Fcap. 8vo., price 3«. 6c/. cloth; As. gilt edges. \ 
'*A rare book for Christmas parties, and of practical ^t\m.**-'IUtutratedNews. 
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Granny's Wonderful Chair ; 

And its Tales of Fairy Times. By Fbakges Bqowkk. Dlastrations 
by Kbnnt Mbadows. Ss. G(L cloth, 4s, QtL coloured* 

** On* of the happiest blendings of marvel and mona we have erer seen."— XOerwy 
GmuUt. 

The Early Dawn; 

Or, Stories to Think about Illastrated hy H. Wbir, etc Small 
4ta; price 2s, 6d, cloth; Ss, 6dL coloured, gilt edges. 

'* The matter is both wholesome and instmctire, and most foscinate as well as benefit 
the yoong."— jUterarmm. 

Angelo ; 

Or, the Pine Forest among the Alps. By Geraldinb E. Jewsburt, 
author of " The Adopted Child/* etc. With Illustrations by Johh 
Absolon. Small 4 to; price 2s. 6d, cloth; Ss, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

" As pretty a child's story as one might look for on a winter's day."— ^xamt'iur. 



Tales of Magic and Meaning. 



Written and Illustrated by Alfred Crowquill. Small 4to. ; price 
Ss.Qd, cloth; 4s, 6c/. coloured. 

" Cleverly written, abounding in frolic and pathos, and inculcates so pure a moral, that 
we most pronounce liim a very fortunate little fellow, who catclies these * Tales of Magic/ 
as a windfall from * The Christmas Tree'." — Athenaum, 

Faggots for the Fire Side ; 

Or, Tales of Fact and Fancy. By Peter Parley. With Twelve 
Tinted Illustrations. New Edition. Foolscap 8vo.; 3*. (id., cloth; 
4*. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

*' A new book by Peter Parley is a pleasant greeting for all boys and girls, wherever the 
English language is spoken and read. He has a happy method of conveying information, 
wlule seeming to address himself to the imagination. — The Critic, 

Letters from Sarawak, 

Addressed to a Child; embracing an Account of the Manners, Cus- 
toms, and Religion of the Inhabitants of Borneo, with Incidents of 
Missionary Life among the Natives. By Mrs. M'Dougall. Fourth 
Thousand, with Illustrations. 3*. 6d, cloth. 

All is new, interesting, and admirably told."— C^tircA atid State Gazette, 



I 
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The Discontented Children ; 

And How they were Cured. By Mart and Elizabeth Kirbt. 
Illustrated by H. K. Browne (Phiz.). Second edition, price 25. 6d, 
cloth; 3s. 6cU coloured, gilt edges. 

" We know no better method of banishing 'discontent * firom school-room and nursery 
than by introducing this wise and clever story to Uieir inmates.'* — Art Journal, 

The Talking Bird; 

Or, the Little Girl who knew what was going to happen. By M. and 
E. Kirbt. With Illustrations by H. E. Browne (Paiz). Small 4to. 
Price 2s, 6d, cloth; 3«. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

** The story is ingeniously told, and the moral clearly shovm." — Athenaum, 

Julia Maitland; 

Or, Pride goes before a FalL By M. and E. Kirbt. Illustrated by 
Absolon. Price 25. 6d, cloth; Ss, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

" It is nearly such a story as Miss Edgcn-orth might have written on the same theme."— 
The Press. 



COMICAL PICTURE BOOKS. 

Uniform in size teith •' The Stniwwclpeter." 

Each with Sixteen large Coloured Plates, price 2*. 6d,, in fancy boards, 
or mounted on cloth. Is. extra. 

Picture Fables. 

Written and Illustrated by Axfred Cbowquill. 

The Careless Chicken; 

By the Baron Krakemsides. By Alfred Crowquill. 

Funny Leaves for the Younger Branches. 

By the Baron Krakemsides, of Burstenoudclafen Castle. Illustrated 
by Alfred Crowquill. 

Laugh and Grow Wise ; 

By the Senior Owl of Ivy Hall. With Sixteen lar^e cqIqu.x:<s.«1 x 
JPlates. Frice 2s. 6d, fancy boards', ot ^s. ^c\. \\\Q>\w\fc\ ^xsl^sSkJ^. >^ 
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The Remarkable History of the House that Jack 

Built. Splendidly Illustrated and magnificentlj Illaminated bj Thb 
Son of a Genius. Priee 2«. infancy cover, 
*' Magnificent in loggestion, and most comical in expression ! ** — Atkenaiim. 

A Peep at the Pixies ; 

Or, Legends of the West. By Mrs. Bray. Author of "Life of 

Stothard," "Trelawny,"etc., etc. With Illustrations by Phiz. Soper- 

royal 16mo, price 3«. 6dl cloth; 4». 6(/. coloured, gilt edges. 

** A peep at the actual Pixies of Devonshire, faithfhily described bj Blrs. Brajr* is a 
treat. Her knowledge of the locality, her affection for her subject, her exqidsite feeling 
for nature, and her real delight in fairy lore, have given a fireshnosa to the little volume 
we did not expect. The notes at the end contain matter of interest for all who feel a 
desire to know the origin of such tales and legends." — Art Jovmdt, 



A BOOK FOR EVERY CHILD. 

The Favourite Picture Book ; 

A Gallery of Delights, designed for the Amusement and Instruction of 
the Young. With several Hundred Illustrations from Drawings by 
J. Absolon, H. K. Browne (Phiz), J. Gilbert, T. Landseer, 
J. Leech, J, S. Prodt, II. Weir, etc. New Edition. Royal 4to., 
price 3*. 6c/., bound in anew and Elegant Cover; 7«. 6rf. coloured; 
10*. 6<f. mounted on cloth and coloured. 



Ocean and her Rulers ; 

A Narrative of the Nations who have held dominion over the Sea; 

and comprising a brief Histoiy of Navigation. By Axfued Klwes. 

With Frontispiece. Fcap. 8vo, 5«. cloth; 5«. 6</. gilt edges. 

** The volume is replete with valuable and interesting information ; and we cordially 
recommend it as a useful auxiliary in the school-room, and entertaining companion in the 
library." — Morning Post. 

Berries and Blossoms. 

A Verse Book for Children. By T. Westwood. With Title and 
Frontispiece printed in Colours. Imperial 16mo, price 3*. 6c/. 
cloth, gilt edges. 

Sunday Evenings with Sophia ; 

Or, Little Talks on Great Subjects. A Book for Girls. By Leonoba 
G. Bell. Frontispiece by J. Absolon. Fcap. 3vo, price 2*. 6ci. cloth. 
* A very suitable gift for a IhoughtfuV ^r\." — Beir s Metsen^er . 
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The Wonders of Home, in Eleven Stories. 

B7 Grandfather Gret. With Illustrations. Third and Cheaper 
Edition. Royal 16mo., 28, 6d. cloth; Ss, 6dL coloured, gilt edges. 

CozTTENTa. — 1. The Story of a Cup of Tea.— 2. A Lump of Coal.— 3. 
Some Hot Water.— 4. A Piece of Sugar.— 5. The Milk Jug.— 6. A 
Pin.— 7. Jenny's Sash. — 8. Hanys Jacket. — 9. A Tumbler.— 10. A 
Bjiife.— 11. This Book, 

*"CWldea is excellent, and its execution equally commendable. The subjects are well 
seleeted, and are very lu^ppUy told in a light yet sensible maxinev,"— Weekly riewt. 

Cat and Dog ; 

Or, Memoirs of Puss and the Captain, niustrated by Weir. Seventh 
Edition. Super-royal 16mo, 2«. 6(^ cloth; 3«. 6 J. coloured, gilt edges. 

** The author of this amusing little tale is, evidently, a keen observer of nature. The 
illustrations are well executed ; and the moral, which points the tale, is conveyed in the 
most attractive form." — Britannia, 

The Doll and Her Friends ; 

Or, Memoirs of the Lady Seraphina. By the Author of '' Cat and 
Dog." Third Edition. With Four Illustrations by H. K. Browkk 
(Phiz). 2«. 6dL, cloth; 3«. 6</. coloured, gilt edges. 

** Evidently written by one who has brought great powers to bear upon a small matter." — 
Morning Herald, 

Tales from Catland ; 

Dedicated to the Toung Kittens of England. By an Old Tabbt. 
Illustrated by H. Weir. Fourth Edition. Small 4to, 28, 6(2. plain; 
3«. ^d, coloured, gilt edges. 

" The combination of quiet humour and sound sense has made this one of the pleuantest 
little books of the season."— I>a<^*« Netctpcper, 



Blind Man's Holiday ; 

Or Short Tales for the Nursery. By the Author of " Mia and Charlie," 
" Sidney Grey,*' etc. Illustrated by John Absolon. Super Boyal 
16mo. price 3^. 6^. cloth; As. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
** Very true to nature and admirable in feeling.'*— GtMrrv^uzn. 

Scenes of Animal Life and Character. 

From Nature and Recollection. In Twenty Plates. By J. B. 4to, 
price 2s., plain ; 2s. 6d, coloured, fancy boards. 

** Truer, heartier, more playful, or more ei^Qfj«Sa>Vb iAl^jSomi cfl vc&sBafiL \S!^ 
Karcelj be found anywhere.^* — Spectator, 



\ 



18 new AMD mTEREtTtNG WORKS 



WORKS BY MRS. R. LEE. 

Anecdotes of the Habits and Instincts of Animals. 

Third and Cheaper Edition. With Illastrations \>j Harrisok Weis. 
Fcap. 8vo, 3«. QcL cloth; 4<. gilt edges. 

t 

Anecdotes of the Habits and InstiActs of Birds, 

BEFTILES, and FISHES. With Illastrations \}j Harrisos^^eul 
Second and Cheaper Edition. Fcap. 8yo, d<., 6d, deth; 48. gilt e^^es. 

** Amusing, instrnctive, and ably written/*— Xiterory Oaxttti. 

**Hr8. Lee*8 authorities— to name only one, Professor Oven— are, tor the most part 
tnt-TAteJ—Atfienceum, 

Twelve Stories of the Sayings and Doings of 

ANIMALS. With Illustrations by J. W. Archer. Third Edition. 
Snper-rojal 16mo, 2s. 6d. cloth; 3<. 6<i. coloured, gilt edges. 



\ 



'* It is just such books as this that educate the imagination of cliildren, and enlist thdr 
sympatmes for the brute creation." — Nonconformitt. 

Familiar Natural History. 

With Forty-two Illustrations from Original Drawings by Harrison 
Weir. Super-royal IGmo, 3^.6 J. cloth; 5«. coloured gilt edges. 

Playing at Settlers; 

Or, the Faggot House. Illustrated by Gilbert. Second Edition. 
Price 2a. 6rf. cloth; 3s. GcL coloured, gilt edges. 

Adventures in Australia ; 

Or, the Wanderings of Captain Spencer in the Bush and the Wilds. 

Second Edition. Illustrated by Fkout. Fcap. 8vo., 5s. cloth; 5s. 6<i 

gilt edges. 

" This volume should find a place in every school librarj' ; and it will, "we are sure, be a 
very welcome and useful ^rizQ."— Educational Times. 

The African Wanderers ; 

Or, the Adventures of Carlos and Antonio; embracing interesting 

Descriptions of the Manners and Customs of the Western Tribes, and 

the Natural Productions of tlie Country. Third Edition. With Eight 

Engravings. Fcap. 8vo, bs. cloth; 6s. 6</. gilt edges. 

** For fascinating adventure, and rapid succession of incident, the volume is equal to any 
relation of travel we ever read." — Bntannia. 

" In strongly recommending this admirable work to the attention of young readers, we 
feel that we are rendering a real service to the cause of African civilization." — Patriot, 

Sir Thomas; or, the Adventures of a Cornish 

BARONET IN WES'VEIl,^ A>¥IV.C^, Wvth Illustrations by 
J. Gilbert. Fcap.a\o.*,as.^d.<:\ov\\. 
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Harry Hawkins's H-Book; 

Shewing how he learned to aspirate his H*s. Frontispiece by H. Weir. 
Second Edition. Super-royal 16mo, price 6d, 

* i 

" No family or sehooUroom within, or indeed beyond, tlie sound of Bow tells, shonld bo 
without this merry mMnjul.'*TrrArt Journal. 



The Family Bible Newly Opened ; 

With Uncle Goodwia's account of it. By Jbfferts Taylor. 
Frontispiece by J. Gilbert. Fcap. 8vo, 3«. 6d cloth. 

" A yen good account of the Sacred Writings, adapted to the tastes, feelings, and intel- 
ligence of young people." — Educatiotiat Timet, 



Kate and Rosalind; 



Or, Early Experiences. By the author of " Quicksands on "Foreign 
Shores/' etc. £cap. 8yo, 3s. 6(L cloth; As. gilt edges. 

I 



" A book of unusual merit. The story is exceedingly well told, and the characters are 
a freedom and boldness seldom met with. —C/turch of England Qtidrterbf. 



drawn with ; 



" We have not room to exemplify the skill with which Puseyism is tracked and detected. 
The Irish scenes are of ian excellence that has not been surpassed since the best days of 
Miss Edgeworth."— /VKwerV Magazine. 



I 



Good in Everything; 

Or, The Early History of Gilbert Harland. By Mrs. Barwell^ 
Author of *• Little Lessons for Little Learners," etc. Second Edition. 
With Illustrations by John Gilbeut. Royal IGmo., 2s. 6<L cloth; 
3s, Sd., coloured, gilt edges. 

*' The moral of this exquisite little tale will do more good than a thousand set tasks 
abounding with dry and uninteresting truisms." — JJcU's Meuenner. 

The Fairy Tales of Science. 

A Book for Youth. By J. C. Brough. With 16 Beautiful niustra- 
tions by C. H. Bennett; Fcap. 8vo, price 6»., cloth; 5«. 6d. gilt edges. 

•* Science, perh^s, was nerer made noore attractive and easy of entrance Into the 
ywithSvXnAjia."— The Builder. 

** Altcwether the volume is one of the irost OT\fsixial,«A'?iO\«&^Tv'% ^ ^Cea xa 
'bookBattbe8eaaoo.'*—GenUeman*M Magazine. 



20 NEW AND INTERESTINC WORKS 

ELEGANT GIFT FOR A LADY. 

Trees, Plants, and Flowers; 

Their Beaaties, Uses and Inflaences. Bj Mrs. R. Lek, Author of 

** The African Wanderers," etc. With beautiful coloured Illustrations 

bj J. Andbbws. 8vo, price lOs. 6d,, cloth elegant, gilt edges. 

** The Tohnne it at onoe uaeftil as a botanical work, and exquisite as the omam^it of a 
boudoir table.**— Sritanma. ** As ftill of interest as of beauty."— Art Journal. 

NEW AND BEAUTIFUL LIBRARY EDITION. '. 

The Vicar of Wakefield ; 

A Tale, By Oliyeb Ooldsiiith. Printed by Whittingham. With 
Eight Illustrations by J. Absolon. Square fcap. 8vo, price 5s., cloth; 
7s. half-bound morocco, Boxburgho style; lOs. 6d, antique morocco. 

Mr. Abaolon*t graphic sketches add greatly to the interest of the volume : altogether, 
it is as pretty an edition of the * Vicar' as we have seen. Mrs. PrinuxMe herself would 
consider it * well dressed/ ^'—Art Joumai, 

** A delightftil edition of one of the most delightftil of works : the fine old type and thick 
papa: make this volume attractire to any lorer of hooka."— Edinburgh GuartUatu 

WORKS BY MRS. LOUDON. 

Domestic Pets; 

Their Habits and Management; with Illustrative Anecdotes. By 
Mrs. Loudon. With Engravings from Drawings by Habrison Weib. 
Second Thousand. Fcap. 8vo, 2s. 6d. cloth. 

Contents: — The Dog, Cat, Squirrel, Rabbit, Guinea-Pig, White 
Mice, the Parrot and other Talking Birds, Singing Birds, Doves aud 
Pigeons, Gold and Silver Fish. 

**A most attractire and instructive little work. A II who study Mrs. Loudon's pages will 
be able to treat Uieir pets with certainty and wisdom." — Standard of Freedom. 

Glimpses of Nature ; 

And Objects of Interest described during a Visit to the Isle of Wight 
Designed to assist and encourage Young Persons in forming habits of 
observation. By Mrs. Loddon. Second Edition, enlarged. With 
Forty-one Illustrations. 3*. 6rf. cloth. 

*• We could not recommend a more valuable little volume. It is full of information, con- 
veyed in the most agreeable manner." — Literary Gazette. 



Tales of School Life. 

By Agnes Loudon, Author of " Tales for Young People." With Illus- 
trations by John Absolon. Second Edition, lioyal 16nio, 2«. Gd 
plain; 3«. 6cf. coloured, gilt edges. 

k ** These reminiscences of school days will be recognised as truthful pictures of every-day 

ft / occurrence. The style is coUoq\]^ «xv^ ^V^aaaxwX, vad. xXi^^i^x^ ^<^ %vk.v^<l to those for 
^ ' wiiose perusal it is mtended."—Atiien<Bum. 
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Clarissa Donnelly ; 

Or, ^The History of an Adopted Child. By Geraldinb B. 

Jewsburt. With an Illustration by John Absolon. Fcap. Syo, 

Ss.Gd, cloth; 48. gilt edges. 

'*With wonderful power, onlv to be matched by as admirable a simplicity. Miss Jewsbury 
has narrated the history of a child. For nobility of purpose, for simple, nervous writing, 
and for artistic construction, it is one of the most valuable works of the day." — LaihjrM 

Companion. 

The Day of a Baby Boy ; 

A Story for a Young Child. By E. Berger. With Illustrations by 
John Absolon. Third Edition. Super-royal 16mo, price 28. 6d. 
cloth; Ss, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 
" A sweet little book for the nursery." — Chrittiah Times. 



Every-Day Things; 



Or, Useful Knowledge respecting the principal Animal, Vegetable, and 
Mineral Substances m common use. Written for Young Persons. 
Second Edition, revised. 18mo., Is. 6d. cloth. 

" A little encyclopedia of useful knowledge, deserving a place in every Juvenile library.** 
-Evangelical Magazine, 



PRICE SIXPENCE EACH, PLAIN; ONE SHILLING, COLOURED 

In Super-'Roycd 16mo., beautifully printed, each with Seven Illustrations by 
Harrison Weir, and Descriptions by Mrs. Lee. 

1. BRITISH ANIMALS. First Series. 

2. BRITISH ANIMALS. Second Series. 

3. BRITISH BIRDS. 

4. FOREIGN ANIMALS. First Series. 

5. FOREIGN ANIMALS. Second Series. 

6. FOREIGN BIRDS. 

♦#* Or bound in One Volume under the title of "Familiar Natural 
History," seepage 17. 

Uniform in size and price with the above. 

THE FARM AND ITS SCENES. With Six Pictures from Drawings 
by Harrison Weir. 

THE DIVERTING HISTORY OF JOHN GILPIN. With Six JUus- 
trations by Watts Phillips. 

THE PEACOCK AT HOME, AM) B\3TT^lK£\:r% ^K^J.*. ^K^ 
JTour Ji/nstrations by Harrison ^¥i\r. 



22 NEW AND IMTCMSTINQ WORKS 



WORKS BY THE AUTHOR OF MAMMA'S BIBLE STORIES. 

Fanny and her Mamma ; 

Or, Easy Lessons for Children. In which it is attempted to bring Scrip- 
tural Principles into daily practice. Illustrated by J. Giubebt. Third 
Edition. 16mo, 2<. 6d, cloth; Zs, Sd, coloured, gilt edges. 

*' A. little book in beantiftil large clear tjpe, to ndt the eapad^ of inflmt readers, whidi 
we can with pleasure recommend." — Chrtstian Ladiaf Magaxine. 

Short and Simple Prayers, 

For the Use of Young Children. With Hymns. Fifth Edition. 

Square 1 6mo, 1«. 6d, cloth. 

** Well adapted to the capacities of children—beginning with the simplest forms which 
the ' 
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occasions, 

Mamma's Bible Stories, 

For her Little Boys and Girls, adapted to the capacities of very young 
Children. Eleventh Edition, with Twelve Engravings. 2«. 6dL cloth; 
3s. 6(L coloured, gilt edges. 

A Sequel to Mamma's Bible Stories. 

Fifth Edition. Twelve Illustrations. 2*. 6rf. cloth, 3*. 6d. coloured. 

Scripture Histories for Little Children.. 

With Sixteen Illustrations, by John Gilbert. Super-royal 16mo, 
price 3a. cloth ; 4*. 6rf. coloured, gilt edges. 

Contents* — The Histoiy of Joseph — History of Moses — History of our 
Saviour — The Miracles of Christ. 

Sold separately : 6d. each, plain ; Is, coloured, 

Bible Scenes ; 

Or, Sunday Employment for very young Children. Consisting of 
Twelve Coloured Illustrations on Cards, and the History written in 
Simple Language. In a neat box,3«. 6d.; or the Illustrations dis- 
sected as a Puzzle, 6s, 6d, 

First Series: JOSEPH. Second Series: OUR SAVIOUR. 

Third Series: MOSES. Eodrth Series: MIRACLES OF CHKIST. 

** It is hoped that these ' Scenes* may form a useful and interesting addition to thA Sab- 
bafh occupations of the l^ursery. Etouv XYve\r nq;<c^ «»ixV\&%i VwCojak-^ little childr<*n will 
listen with interest and deligVit to ft\,or*vfe%>aTo\v^xVVv\x&'^«\'ftvic^l\>^lQ>^\J^^^ ^'l'».\i>.'x«v<w»5Mi 
of iUustration."— Prc/ioce. 



THE FAVOURITE LIBRARY. 

A Series of Works for the Young; each Volume with an Illastration 
by a well-known Artist. Price Is, cloth. 

1. THE ESKDALE HERD BOY. By Lady Stoddart. 

2. MRS. LEICESTER'S SCHOOL. By Charles and Mart Lamb. 

3. THE HISTORY OF THE ROBINS. By Mrs. Trimmer. 

4. MEMOIR OF BOB, THE SPOTTED TERRIER. 

5. KEEPER'S TRAVELS IN SEARCH OF HIS MASTER. 

6. THE SCOTTISH ORPHANS. By Lady Stoddart. 

7. NEVER WRONG; or, THE YOUNG DISPUTANT; and "IT 

WAS ONLY IN FUN." 

8. THE LIFE AND PERAMBULATIONS OF A MOUSE. 

9. EASY INTRODUCTION TO THE KNOWLEDGE OF 

NATURE. By Mrs. Trimmer. 

10. RIGHT AND WRONG. By the Author of " Always Happy." 

11. HARRY'S HOLIDAY. By Jefferys Taylor. 

12. SHORT POEMS AND HYMNS FOR CHILDREN. 

The above may be had Two Volumes bound in One^ at Two Shillings cloth, 

or 2s. 6d. gilt edges, as follows: — 

1. LADY STODD ART'S SCOTTISH TALES. 

2. ANIMAL HISTORIES. The Dog. 

3. ANIMAL HISTORIES. The Robins and Mouse. 

4. TALES FOR BOYS. Harry's Holiday and Never Wrono. 

5. TALES FOR GIRLS. Mrs. Leicester's School' and Right 

AND Wrong. 

6. POETRY AND NATURE. Short Poems and Trimmer's 

Introduction. 



ILLUSTRATED BY CEORCE CRUIKSHANK. 

Kit Bam, the British Sinbad ; 

Or, the Yarns of an Old Mariner. By Mary Co when Clarke, author l 
of "The Concordance to Shak8p<iw:<i," ^t\<i. l^^«^*%^^,^x>Rk'^%.^^.\ 
/ cloth; 48, gilt edges. -s 

Z - . - -^ 
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24 NEW AND INTERESTING WORKS 



Aunt Jane's Verses for Children. 

Bj ^Irs. T. D. Cbewdson. niustrated with twelve beautiful Engravings. 
Fcap. 8vo; 3<. 6d, cloth, gilt edges. 

" A charming little Toloine, of excellent moral and reUgkms tendeiK^.** — Svan^^diaU 
Mageunne, 



NEW AND CHEAPER EDITION. 

The Ladies' Album of Fancy Work. 

Consisting of Novel, Elegant, and Usetal Patterns in Knitting, Netting, 
Crochet, and Embroidery, printed in Colours. Bound in a beantifol 
cover. New Edition. Post 4to, 3<. GdL, gilt edges. 



Visits to Beechwood Farm ; 

Or, Country Pleasures. By Catherinb M. A. Couper. Illnstrations 
by Absolon. Small 4to, 3«. ^dU, plain; As. 6(L coloured; gilt edges. 

** The work is well calculated to impress upon the minds of the young the saperiority of 
simple and natural pleasures over those which are artificial."— fit^/iiAtrotnaJt'f Mcigcunne. 



The Modem British Plutarch ; 

Or, Lives of Men distinguished in the recent History of our Country 
for their Talents, Virtues and Achievements. By W. C. Tatlor, JAjA), 
Author of **A Manual of Ancient and Modern Ilistorj'," etc. 12mo, 
Second Thousand, with a new Frontispiece. 4*. 6d. cloth ; 5«. gilt edges. 

** A work which will be welcomed in any circle of intelligent young peraons.**>-£r»fii4 
Quarterly Review. 



Stories of Julian and his Playfellows. 

Written by His Mamma. With Four Illustrations by John Absolon. 
Second Edition. Small 4to., 2«. 6f/., plain; 3«. 6</., coloured, gilt edges. 
** The lessons taught by Julian's mamma are each fraught with an excellent moraL"— 
Morning Advertiser. 



The Nine Lives of a Cat ; 



A Tale of Wonder. Written and Illustrated by C. II. Bkkkett. 
Twenty-four Engravings. Imperial 16mo. price 2*. cloth; 2s, 6d. 
coloured. 
" JRich in the quaint humour axvd fatvc^ 1\\«\. «t tawv o^ ^w^va'NKBss^^VQm \jck "s^^x^icscUie 
eu'ivenment of childrcn.*'~-Examitier. 
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Maud Summers the Sightless : 

A Narrafire for the Yoang. Blostrated bj Absolon. 3s. Sd, cloth; 
4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

•* A touching and besntiAil ttory.**— Cftruttm Trea$ury. 

The Celestial Empire ; 

or, Points and Pickings of Information abont China and the Chinese. 
By the lute "Old Humphbet." With Twenty Engrayings from 
Drawings by W. H. Prior. Fcap. 8to, 3#. edL, cloth; 4«. gilt edges. 

**The book is naetlj what the author proposed it ihoiildbe, ftiD of good infbrmatioD 
good feeling, and good temper."— ^IZZniV IndiaM Mail. 



London Cries and Public Edifices. 

niostrated in Twenty-foor Engravings by Luke LisfinsR; with descrip- 
tive Letter- press. Square 12mo, 2s. 6d, plain; 5s. coloured. Bound in 
emblematic corcr. 



The Silver Swan; 

A Fairy Tale. By Madame de Chatelaisi. Illustrated by Jom 
Leech. Small 4to, 2s. 6d doth ; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

A Word to the Wise ; 

Or, Hints on the Current Improprieties of Exx)ression in Writing and 
Speaking. By Paert Gwtkke. 10th Thousand. 18mo. price 6dL 
sewed, or Is. doth, gilt edgesL 



'AJBiHio with to mind their ^*« and ft sbauld consnlt this mtk rclmae.*'^^Cemaeamm*t 
"Mij III iiliiiilstKwij fionwillf il hj frrn fhs TrTI ndnrifril " fffti wn — g | 

Tales from the Court of Oberon. | 

Containing the fitroiirite HIstorief of Tom Thiraib, GmdoM and Per- i 

cinet, Valentine and Otkhi* and Children in the Wood. With fiixtcctt ' 

niastratioas by Aixrkd Ceowqciu* Small 4to, 2s. 6d plain; 3c.6dL ' 
eoloared. 

I 

Rhymes of Royalty. \ 

The History of Mgiand in Vcne, from the Konnaa fnnqf it to tlie 
icign of Qmopi Viciokia; with an Appendix, compr^M 
of the leading ercnts in eadi idpi. Yes^ %^^ ^i^i^ 
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Battle Fields. 

A graphic Guide to the Places described in the History of England a« 
the scenes of sach Events; with the situation of the principal Naval 
Engagements fought on the Coast of the British Empire. By Mr. 
Wauthier, Geographer. On a large sheet 3«.6(f.; in case 6s. j or 
on a roller, and varnished, 9s. 



Tabular Views of the Geography and Sacred H?<^- 

TORY of PALESTINE, and of the TRAVELS of ST. P/^UL. 
Intended for Pnpil Teachers, and others engaged in CIass Tecclung. 
By A. T. White. Oblong 8vo, price Is., sew^. 

The First Book of Geography ; 

Specially adapted as a Text Book for Beginners, and as a Guide to the 
Young Teacher. By Hnoo Rbid, author of ** Elements of Astronomy," 
etc. Third Edition, carefully revised. 18mo, Is. sewed. 

** One of the most aensible little books on tiie sul^eot of Geogn^hy we have met with.** 
^-Educational TimeM. 



The Child's Grammar, 

By the late Lady Fenn, under the assumed name of Mrs. liovechild. 
Forty-ninth Edition. 18mo, 9d cloth. 

The Prince of Wales' Primer. 

With 300 Illustrations by J. Gilbebt. Dedicated to her Majesty. New 
Edition, price 6rf.; with title and cover printed in gold and colours, U. 

Always Happy; 

Or, Anecdotes of Felix and his Sister Serena. By the author of 
** Claudine," etc. Eighteenth Edition, with new Illustrations. Royal 
18 mo, price 2s, 6c/. cloth. 

Anecdotes of Kings, 

Selected from History; or, Gertrude's Stories for Children. With En- 
gravings. 28. 6d, plain; 3s. 6d. coloured. 

Bible Illustrations; 

Or, a Description of Manners and Customs peculiar to the East and 
especially Explanatory of the Holy Scriptures. . By the Rev. B. II. 
Draper. With Engravings. Fourth Edition. Revised bv J Kitto* 
Editor of" The PicloxialBVbK' ^it. Tit,^d,^Vi\\\. ' ' ' 
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The British History briefly told, 

and a Description of the Ancient Customs, Sports, and Pastimes of the 
English. Embellished with Portraits of the Sovereigns of England in 
their proper Costumes, and 18 other Engravings. 3s. 6<L cloth. 

Chit-chat ; 

Or, Short Tales in Short Words. By the author of "Always 
Happy.'* New Edition. With Eight Engravings. Price 28. 6<L cloth, 
3s. 6(L coloured, gilt edges. 

Conversations on the Life of Jesus Christ. 

For the use of Children. By a Mother. A new Edition. With 12 
Engravings. 2«.6(/. plain; 39. 6^ coloured. 

Cosmorama. 

The Manners, Customs, and Costumes of all Nations of the World 
described. By J. Aspin. New Edition with numerous Illustrations. 
3s. 6d. plain; and 4«. Gd. coloured. 

Easy Lessons ; 

Or, Leading-Strings to Knowledge. New Edition, with 8 Engravings . 
2s. 6d. plain ; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

Key to Knowledge ; 

Or, Things in Common Use simply and shortly explained. By a 
Mother, Author of " Always Happy,*' etc Thirteenth Edition. With 
Sixty lilustradons. 3s. 6d. cloth. 

Facts to correct Fancies ; 

Or, Short Narratives compiled from the Biography of Remarkable 
Women. By a Mother. With Engravings, 3s. Gd. plain; 4».6rf. coloured. 

Fruits of Enterprise ; 

Exhibited in the Travels of Belzoni in Egypt and Nubia. Thirteenth 
Edition, with six Engravings by Birket Foster. 18mo, price 3s. 
cloth. 

The Garden; 

Or, Frederick's Monthly Instructions for the Management and Forma- 
tion of a Flower Garden. Fourth Edition. With Engravings of the 
Flowers in Bloom for each Month in the Year, <it<i, S%.^d*\\sj:NSw\ ^x 
69. with the Flowers coloured. 

/ 



80 NEW AND INTCRCtTINC WORKS • 

I . t i ■ 

How to be Happy ; 

Or, Fairj Oifls: to which is added a Selection ofilioral Allegories. 
With Steel Engravings. Price 3s. 6d, cloth. j 

Infantine Knowledge. ' 

A Spelling and Reading Book, on a Fopnlar Plan, combinliig mnch 
Useinl Information with the liudiments of Learning. Bj the Author 
of '*The Child's Grammar." With numerous Engravings. Tenth 
Edition* 2s, 6d. plain; 3s. Cd, coloured, gilt edges. ' 

The Ladder to Learning. 

A Collection of Fables, Original and Select, arrange progresslTelj m 
words of One, Two, and Three Syllables. Edited and Improred by the 
late Mrs. Trimmer. With 79 Cuts. Nineteenth Edition. 3s. 6<L doth. 

Little Lessons for Little Learners. 

In Words of One Syllable. By Mrs. Barwbll, Tenth Edition, 
with numerous Illustrations. 2s. 6^. plain; 3^. Sd, coloured, gilt edges. 

The Little Reader. 

A Progressive Step to Knowledge. Fourth Edition with sixteen Plates. 
Price 2s. 6d, cloth. 

Mamma's Lessons. 

For her Little Boys and Girls. Thirteenth Edition, with eight En- 
gravings. Price 2«. Gd, cloth; 3s. 6</. coloured, gilt bdges. 

The Mine; 

Or, Subterranean Wonders. An Account of the Operations of the 
Miner and the Products of his Labours; with a Description of the most 
important in all parts of the World. By the late Rev. Isaao Taylor. 
Sixth Edition, with numerous corrections and additions by Mrs.LouDOir. 
With 45 new Woodcuts and IC Steel Engravings, ds. 6^. cloth. 

Rhoda ; 

Or, The Excellence of Charity. Fourth Edition. With Illustrations, 
16mo, 2s. cloth. 

The Rival Crusoes, 

And other Talcs. By Agnes Strickland, author of "The Queens 
of England." Sixth Edition. 18mo, price 2s. CJ. cloth. 

Short Tales. 

Written for Children. By Damr Trfelove and her Friends. A new 
Edition, with 20 Engravings. 38. 6d, cloth. 



PUBLISMED BY GRIFFITH AND FARRAN. 31 

The Students; 

Or, Biographies of the Grecian Philosophers. 12mo, price 2s. Qd, cloth. 

Stories of Edward and his little Friends. 

With 12 Illustrations. Second Edition. 3«. 6<f. plain; 48, 6<f. coloured. 

Sunday Lessons for little Children. 

B7 Mrs. Harwell. Third Edition. 2s, 6d. plain; 3«. coloured. 



The Grateful Sparrow. 

A True Story, with Frontispiece. Third Edition. Price 6d. sewed. 

How I Became a Governess. 

By the Author of "The Grateful Sparrow." Third Edition. 
With Frontispiece. Price 2s. cloth, 2s, 6d, gilt edges. 

Dicky Birds. 

A True Story. By the same Author. With Frontispiece. Price 6rf. 



Dissections for Young Children ; 

In a neat box. Price 55. each. 

1. Scenes from the Lives of Joseph and Moses. 

2. Scenes from the History of Oitb Saviour. 

3. Old Mother Hubbard and her Dog. 

4. Life and Death of Cock Bobin. 



ONE SHILLING AND SIXPENCE EACH, CLOTH. 



TRIMMER'S (MRS.) OLD TES- 
TAMENT LESSONS. With 40 
Engravings. 



TRIMMER'S (MRS.) NEW TES- 
TAMENT LESSONS. With 40 
Engravings. 



ONE SHILLING EACH. CLOTH. 



THE DAISY, with Thirty Wood 

Engravings. {Is, 6<f. coloured.) 
PRINCB LER BOO. 



THE COWSLIP, with Thirty En- 
gravings, {Is, 6d, coloured.) 
THE CHILiyS DUTY. 
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DURABLE NURSERY BOOKS, 

MOUNTED ON CLOTH WITH COLOURED PLATES, 

ONE SHILLING EACH. 



1 Alphabet of Goody Two-Shoes. 

2 Cinderella. 

3 Cock Robin. 

4 Courtship of Jenny Wren, 

5 Dame Trot and her Cat. 



9 Mother Habbard. 

10 Monkey's Frolic 

1 1 Old Woman and her Pig. 

12 Pass in Boots. 

13 Tommy Trip's Museum of Birds, 



6 History of an Apple Fie. . Part L 

7 House that Jack built. I 14 Part TL 

8 Little Rhymes for Little Folks. | 



DURABLE BOOKS FOR SUNDAY READING. 

SCENES FROM THE LIVES OF JOSEPH AND MOSES. Illustrated 

by J. Gilbert. Frinte on linen. Price 6d 
SCENES FROM THE LIFE OF OUR SAVIOUR. Illustrated by 

J. Gilbert. Printed on linen. Pnce 6d, 



DARNELL'S EDUCATIONAL WORKS. 

The attention of all interested in the subject of Education is invited to 
these Works, now in extensive use throughout the Kingdom, prepared by I 
Mr. Darnell, a Schoolmaster of many years' experience. 

1. COPY BOOKS. — A SHORT and certain road to a Good Hand- , 

WRITING, gradually advancing from the Simple Stroke to a superior 
Small-hand. 

Large Post, Sixteen Numbers, 6d. each. 

Foolscap, Twenty Numbers, to which are added Three Supplementary 
Numbers of Angular Writing for Ladies, and One of Ornamental Hands, , 
Price 3d. each. I 

»»» This series may also be had on very saperior paper, marble covers, 4d. each. 

" For teaching writing I would recommend the use of Darnell's Copy Books. I haTe 
noticed a marked improvement wherever they have been used." — Report of Mr. Maye 
{National Society's Organizer of Schools) to the Worcester Diocesan Boaraof Educatiou. 

2. GRAMMAR, made intelligible to Children, price Is. cloth. 

3. ARITHMETIC, made intelligible to Children, price Is. 6d. cloth. 

%* Key to Parts 2 and 3, price Is. cloth. 

4. READING, a Short and Certain Road to, price 6d. cloth. 



I GRIFFITH AISD FARKX^, CO^^l.^ ^^ ^T.^KSSxl'S* <^\\\S^<CTK:kRD, 
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